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STAR-FLOWERS 


CANTO  THE  FIFTH. 


DEDICATION. 


FROM  Life's  far  eminence  I  cast  the  thought. 

Swift  echoes,  flying,  flying, 
They  vibrate,  all  with  poesies  enwrought, 

Where  mortal  years  are  dying. 


Borne  from  the  fullness  of  the  two-fold  life, 
The  Truth  in  song  hath  spoken. 

Yea,  from  the  One-Twain  God,  the  Husband-Wife, 
Bread  that  holds  wine  is  broken. 


I  cast  this  bread  of  wine,  as  one  who  sows 
Where  Earth  is  vailed  in  waters. 

I  dedicate  the  song,  full  sweet  for  close, 

To  all  who  love  God's  daughters  : 

To  those  who  for  the  Right  are  champions, 

By  energies  of  labor ; 
Arming  firm  powers  to  shield  the  sacred  ones ; 

Making  the  life  a  sabre. 


DEDICATION. 


To  men  who  lift  full  knightly  for  the  Truth  ; 

Whose  chaste,  wise  hearts  are  given 
To  hold  for  CHRISTUS,  till  in  Bridal  Youth 

He  shews,  revealed  from  heaven. 


To  all  in  Christliness  who  form  their  stand, 
Nor  wait  for  the  appearing ; 

But  hold  for  Woman  till  she  breast  and  band, 
And  CHRISTA  beams  anearing. 

Few  are  they?  so  the  stars  are  few  when  Eve 
First  lights  her  maiden  crescent ; 

But  minds  shall  kindle  as  the  hearts  believe, 
Till  God  shines  omnipresent, 


Revealed  in  knighthoods,  rich  for  lady-zone, 

Rising  amid  the  nations ; 
Whilst  the  dark  space  of  man  by  light  is  sown, 

As  from  the  constellations. 


Courage,  still  courage  !  quivering  knees  no  more ; 

Nor  lips  made  cold  in  pallor. 
Be  ye,  0  Brethren !  champions  to  restore, 

Till  victory  grows  by  valor. 


I  dedicate  this  lay  in  Issa's  name : 

From  Lilistan  it  welleth. 
Where'er  the  star-flower  touches,  by  rich  flame, 

Of  GOD  THE  SUN  it  telleth. 


DEDICATION.  .) 

It  prophesies ;  yet  more :  it  comes  with  gifts, 

Till  hearts  with  joy  shall  quiver, 
And  Prophecy  through  quickening  lives  uplifts, 

Responsive  to  deliver. 

It  comes  like  as  a  thunder-roll,  that  peals 
From  the  starred  depths  of  azure  : 

It  comes  with  music  in  its  vocal  wheels, 
Revolving  for  God's  pleasure. 

It  comes  vibrating  tenderly,  as  glide 

Betrothal  hopes  to  maiden  : 
Lover  and  Loveress,  one-twain  abide 

Here,  all  with  blessings  laden. 

So  claim  it,  ye  who  love  the  One-in-Twain. 

Now,  from  their  bridal  hollow, 
Cool  night-winds  blow ;  weaves  the  pearled  blessing-rain, 

In  the  song's  flight  to  follow. 


The  vocal  flames  that  fed  the  verse  grow  still ; 

A  life-long  toil  is  ended. 
So  may  the  Heavenly  Mother  fold  ye  till 

Your  lives  with  Hers  are  blended. 


STAR-FLOWERS 


CANTO  THE  FIFTH. 


1. 

LILIES     OF     THE     DAWN. 

WHEN  the  night-blown  star-flowers  fail, 
Lilies  of  the  dawn  prevail. 
Lilies  of  the  dawn  transpose, 
When  Aurora's  bosom  shews ; 
Blossomed  in  her  glorious  way 
For  the  bridal  crown  of  Day. 

Sweets,  my  lilies,  ye  have  shed, 
Borne  from  grave  to  bridal  bed ; 
Dropping  all  in  silver  rain 
From  the  star-cliff  to  the  plain. 
Now  I  dip  my  hands  anew 
All  in  constellated  dew, 
Where  the  sparkling  fountains  rise, 
Bright  for  beams  of  violet  eyes. 


STAR-FLOWERS. 

Sweets,  my  lilies,  ye  are  gone 
In  the  path  I  journeyed  on. 
Every  heart  that  I  have  met 
Where  the  song  dripped  violet, 
Every  heart  that  I  have  crossed 
By  the  rose-fire  in  the  frost, 
Takes,  but  gives,  till  joys  return 
From  the  songs  that  breathe  and  burn. 
Sweets,  my  lilies,  we  are  more 
Than  we  knew  in  times  before, 
And  I  walk  among  you  crowned, 
Singing  in  God's  garden-round. 


I. 

One  said  to  me,  '  Behold,  0  friend,  how  rich 

It  is  to  bear  a  song  for  God's  delight  ! 
Thou  wert  a  lamp,  set  in  a  shadowed  niche, 

Where  lonely  anchorites  embrace  the  night, 

And  feel  the  phantom  with  their  hearts  unite, 
And  dream  of  living  still  while  hushed  and  low. 

Now,  in  a  robe  of  star-flowers  all  bedight, 
I  see  thee  as  the  herald  Mercury  go, 
Where  kissing-winds  of  Heaven  distill  from  songs  jn  flow- 
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II. 

'  This  is  a  wonderful  and  sweet  reversal 

Of  the  old  law  that  earthly  Poets  find : 
The  life  of  song  expires  in  the  rehearsal ; 

The  woven  lays  impoverish  the  mind ; 

The  state  of  ecstasy,  in  which  they  wind 
Their  words  to  music,  leaves  a  lingering  pain : — 

A  vigor  from  their  being  has  untwined 
Which  by  no  afterthought  can  they  regain. 
Song  by  its  mystery  wastes  the  sex-life  of  the  brain. 

III. 

'  Yet  see !  thou  hast  not  been  impoverished 

By  this  brave  chaplet  of  twelve  thousand  lines, 
And  those  who  in  thee  for  the  utterance  wished 

Are  fed  anew  from  the  full-nectared  vines. 

A  fairer  Mystery  in  thy  word  inclines : 
With  ampler  orbs  her  bosom  lifts  to  bless. 

The  south  wind  harps  and  murmurs  in  the  pines ; 
The  tropic  weaving  so  for  summer  dress, 
Where  temperate  airs  diffuse  a  colder  loveliness. 

IV. 

'  You  touch  the  fire-urn  where  you  met  the  water  : 

The  gold  cup  turns  to  ruby  in  the  hand : 
Nature  is  wealthier  for  the  gift  you  brought  her, 

Coy  and  reluctant  as  she  made  to  stand. 

The  Poet  is  the  love-guest  of  the  land, 
Whom  neither  God  nor  man  nor  woman  hates. 

When  he  has  woven  forth  Love's  passion-band, 
All  in  the  order  of  the  Sacred  Fates, 
He  enters  by  delights  where  the  Arch-Word  creates. 
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V. 

1  The  Poets  of  the  Earth  have  failed  to  read 
The  Scripture  traced  upon  the  Mother's  vail  : 

Their  songs  with  passion  burn,  with  anguish  bleed, 
Throb  all  for  ecstasy,  for  sorrows  fail, 
But  none  did  ever  weave  the  wondrous  tale. 

The  Goddess,  Poesy,  they  could  not  span, 
Finding  within  her  sacred  bosom's  pale 

The  Bridal  Word  all  blossomed  forth  to  man. 

Death  ruled  the  quivering  notes  that  o'er  the  harp-strings 
ran. 

VI. 

'  Yet  thou  hast  conquered  ;  Isis  is  un vailed  : 

She  who  is  Poesy  is  known  at  last. 
The  storm  of  song  that  through  the  ages  wailed, 

To  chill,  to  burn,  to  passion  or  devast, 

Makes  home  within  thy  being.     She  is  fast 
Incarnating  Herself  thy  life  to  free. 

The  stony  images  of  Time  are  cast 
Into  the  furnace  of  Eternity, 
And  melted  to  red  gold ; — transposed  as  thou  shalt  be. 

VII. 

'  Now  hear  me  :  Woman  has  her  architecture  ; 

The  scheme  of  heaven  is  Woman's  work  divine. 
We  adept  men  are  servants  of  Her  scripture ; 

All  in  God's  Womaning  our  powers  combine, 

For  times,  for  worlds,  full  in  the  sacred  line. 
Her  way  is  open  to  us :  we  who  feel, 

By  feeling  enter  wisdom ;  we  who  sign 
Her  cross  in  all  our  feeling,  wheel  in  wheel 
Pursue  the  holy  round  aye  as  She  would  reveal. 
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VIII. 

1 1  enter  with  you  where  the  seventh  round 
Passes  the  confines  of  this  orb's  pursuit. 

Here  is  the  ending :  there  is  nothing  found 

But  silence.'     Hush,  let  thy  deep  heart  be  mute ! 
The  Seeker  makes  an  offering  here ;  the  fruit 

Of  his  full  life,  wrought  by  one  full  endeavor. 
Into  Earth's  bosom,  harsh  and  dissolute, 

Thou  didst  impart  the  song  that  lives  forever  : 

This  was  the  adept's  task,  made  perfect  then  or  never. 

IX. 

'  In  the  good  verse  all  thy  good  life  was  given ; 

In  the  wise  verse  thy  life's  full  wisdom  shone ; 
In  the  pure  verse  pure  Truth,  made  clear  as  heaven, 

Formed  to  mankind,  full  for  its  virtue  grown. 

In  the  zoned  verse  thou  didst  the  Truth  unzone : 
Behold,  how  precious !  we  who  waited  long, 

Holding  through  ages,  toiling,  though  unknown, 
To  build  a  road-way  o'er  the  Planet's  wrong, 
Approach  the  goal  at  last ;  'tis  opening  by  the  song. 

X. 

1  Life  being  rhythmical,  so  thought  should  be. 

Prose  holds  but  linear  shells  of  revelation. 
God  is  the  Infinite  of  Poesy, 

Touching  to  song  all  by  an  impregnation. 

What  ardencies  bespeak  infloriation ! 
God  blossoms  truly  in  the  soul,  for  birth 

Of  melodies,  that  wing  for  declaration 
Of  newnesses  in  all  things  of  the  earth  ; 
For  God  is  a  Young  Man,  full  glad  in  Woman-worth ; 


'  Yea,  ever-young,  in  everlasting  prime, 
And  dwelling,  by  the  fullness  of  content, 

With  the  Young  Woman,  the  Eternal  Time, 
The  Spaced  Infinity,  the  Crowned  Consent, 
In  whom  His  amplitudes  are  immanent ; 

Through  whom  His  rapturings  at-one  rejoice ; 
From  whom  the  firmness  of  His  continent 

Sustains  the  heavens  and   earths : — the  Word  deploys, 

Forming  the  All  in  all  as  by  the  loves  in  voice. 

XII. 

'  I  said  of  God,  '  Young  Man.'     There  is  no  age, 
But  ever-circling  youth  where  God  abides ; 

And  we,  who  hold  in  God  our  heritage, 

We  are  young  men,  glad  with  our  beauteous  brides, 
Because  God  fills  us  with  His  Being's  tides. 

Our  youth  we  draw  from  God  by  mirrorings, 
Form  upon  form :  the  rapture  over-glides  ; 

We  live  in  cycles  of  the  blossomings. 

'Tis  the  poetic  life  that  God  by  Presence  brings.' 


2. 


CONFESSION. 

This  eve  do  I  for  joy  confess 
Our  Lady  as  the  Loveress  ; 

Made  through  my  love  to  be 
Star  of  the  night  to  me. 
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The  Beauty,  who  Her  Word  implies 
In  the  starred  sun-flower  of  the  skies, 
Beams  through  my  love  to  shew, 
Ere  She  reveals  below. 


Light  as  a  blossomed  stalk  I  lift 
In  the  bloomed  radiance  of  Her  gift. 
My  songs,  in  bells  of  flame, 
Chime  to  the  Holv  Name. 


From  all  the  sparkling  nectar-wells 
Of  her  delight,  the  Muse  foretells 
The  dewy  dawn  of  peace, 
The  rest  an'd  the  release : 


The  end  of  anguish  and  distress  ; 

Closed  for  the  blissful  lips  that  press, 
To  lead,  through  bridal  plights, 
God's  presence  in  delights. 

Farewell,  impetuous,  toiling  Time ! 
Robed  all  for  nuptials  beams  the  Prime. 

Heaven,  barred  from  Earth  so  long. 

Wins  entrance  by  a  song. 


1  twine  my  being  in  a  wreath 
Of  melodies  :  the  po\vers  unsheathe  : 
The  mind-stalk  is  a  rod 
That  blossoms  up  to  God. 
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Youth  unto  YOUTH,  I  flower,  I  fold 
My  cause  in  this  extreme  to  hold. 
I  fire,  I  form,  I  feel, 
In  God  the  Living  Wheel. 


Night  closes  011  me,  deep  and  far : 
There  is  no  break,  there  is  no  bar, 
And  space  to  interspace 
Opens  in  God's  embrace. 


The  daughter  of  the  Word  has  led 
Her  being  through  the  senses  wed, 
Till  now  full  quiet  shews 
The  Goddess  in  repose. 


XIII. 

Woman  by  genius  is  proprietress. 

In  Lilistaii  all  rights  of  property 
Form  through  the  sisterhood's  vast  thoroughness. 

So  all  the  realm  from  center-mount  to  sea 

Is  in  the  zone  of  her  community. 
Her  lovelinesses  are  man's  rich  estates  : 

Man's  property  is  her  society ; 
Thence  the  pure  wealth  whereby  he  re-instates 
Being  in  endless  prime,  and  in  the  joy  creates. 
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XIV. 

Manhood  is  Womanhood's  administrator : 

He  moves  in  splendor  o'er  the  mountain  hights 
Of  genius,  to  its  glory  wed,  creator 

Of  the  grand  art-work  that  the  land  delights ; 

Weaving  a  science  that  for  skill  unites 
With  all  his  powers  by  wondrous  occult  ways, 

And  to  eterne  discovery  makes  flights. 
Man  walks  in  knowings ;  ever  to  the  gaze 
Open  new  worlds  for  gifts  that  fashion  in  his  days. 

XV. 

Yet  life  flows  onward  in  a  quietness : 

There  is  no  rush  of  forces  to  unwind. 
The  fashion  of  the  land,  its  glory-dress, 

Wherein  the  lady-loveliness  is  shrined, 

All  in  the  saintliness  of  sweetness  twined, 
Flows  like  the  robes  of  Beauty  in  the  dance. 

All  things,  by  ordered  equity  assigned, 
Make  full  provision  for  the  life's  advance ; 
No  accident  is  known  from  soul  to  circumstance. 

XVI. 

'Tis  quietude  replete  with  animation  ; 

'Tis  solidarity  in  sea-like  flow ; 
'Tis  reason  blossomed  into  revelation ; 

'Tis  love's  delight  in  universal  glow ; 

'Tis  thrift  in  boundless  riches  to  bestow ; 
'Tis  passion  wreathed  in  the  divine  of  charms ; 

'Tis  God  at  home  in  all  the  people  so ; 
Yet  there  are  chivalries  and  feats  of  arms. 
By  stately  knighthoods  grow  the  cultures  of  the  farms. 


~ 
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XVII. 

This  is  God's  Poet-mind  borne  to  expression ; 

God's  Poet-heart,  lifting  as  through  the  azure 
Of  intellect,  for  endless  vast  procession, 

Shaping  the  revelation  of  His  pleasure, 

And  dwelling  so  in  man  as  if  to  measure, 
And,  measuring,  call  forth  each  latent  force. 

God  buries  thus  in  man  for  hidden  treasure, 
Then  piques  him  to  discovery :  the  worse 
Is  but  the  better,  stirred  and  striving  to  its  course. 

XVIII. 

Now,  here  is  mystery.     A  sweetness  cloys 

Unless  'tis  mingled  with  a  saltiness. 
God  moveth  by  a  pungency  in  joys. — 

One  said,  '  0  king,  I  do  a  thing  confess  : 

I  met  a  knight,  urging  his  lordliness 
To  a  great  work  which  he  could  scarce  perform ; 

So  I  moved  on  him  with  a  sudden  stress ; 
Fired  from  my  cold  and  chilled  him  with  my  warm : 
I  beat  upon  his  powers  as  if  I  were  a  storm. 

XIX. 

1  Then  he  drew  up  and  buffeted  at  me 

As  if  we  were  athletse  in  a  ring, 
Till  latent  vigors  flamed  forth  suddenly : 

Then  said  I,  '  Take  my  strength  of  offering ; 

For  now  I  see  your  thought-stem  burgeoning 
To  the  perfection  of  the  artist's  gift.' 

But  our  two  wives  were  in  this  combat-thing, 
And  mine  made  to  me  in  a  blossomed  shift, 
And  sweetly  praised  my  powers,  that  helped  him  to  the  lift, 
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XX. 

'  I  plant  my  banner  011  the  outer  wall, 

And  stand  to  aid.  you  in  the  low  exteiise ; 
Helping  for  motions  in  the  social  hall ; 

Calling  the  joys  to  be  in  eminence. 

Powers  must  be  kept  in  their  equivalence  : 
'Tis  thus  is  held  the  balance  of  the  state. 

I  am  a  Crucifer :  I  serve  the  sense 
Formed  in  the  structure  for  the  labor-weight. 
Think  to  my  ball ;  it  holds  as  if  it  bore  a  fate. 

XXI. 

'  Now,  you  perceive  the  mystery  of  the  ball. 

The  solid  strengths  of  man's  humanity, 
The  formed  achievements,  the  precisions,  all 

Fashion  therein :  it  is,  as  one  may  see, 
•  The  holder  of  organic  unity  : 
And  more;  for  one  who  serves  in  our  design 

It  lifts  a  function  of  society  : 
It  calls  forth  combat,  till  I  often  pine 
To  beat  upon  a  man  and  summon  gifts  divine. 

XXII. 

'  See  the  two  uses  :  one  our  ladies  know  ; 

The  other  is  a  valiancy  of  fight. 
1  feel  him  stimulating  for  the  blow ; 

He  is  a  strength  of  joy  in  force  of  right. 

He  moves  into  my  tissues  by  a  sleight, 
To  make  my  fists  as  hammers,  and  my  arm 

Strong  as  a  sledge :  he  spins  me  to  the  hight, 
Sometimes  like  one  whose  deeds  might  make  alarm ; 
Yet  do  I  cause  no  wound,  because  of  lady-charm. 
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XXIII. 

'The  ball  is  sometimes  an  apothecary, 

For,  if  I  meet  a  knight  who  needs  a  balm 
To  soothe  his  vigors,  grown  by  labors  weary, 

I  feel  him  rising,  trickling  to  my  palm ; 

And  there  are  unguents,  oils  o/  strength-in-calm, 
That  ooze  from  out  my  finger-tips,  and  so 

I  am  enriched  in  giving  forth  the  aim ; 
Manipulating  till  ensues  a  glow, 
Or  pushing  in  a  force,  almost  as  like  a  foe. 

XXIV. 

*  When  one  has  carried  out  a  great  design 

Of  public  service,  and  he  must  lie  in, 
As  you  have  frequently,  there  is  a  vine 

Which  seems,  from  rootage  in  the  ball,  to  win 

Proportions  where  the  mental  powers  begin 
To  hold  the  sensories  about  the  brain. 

If  I  am  to  such  knightly  man  akin 
By  use  of  service  in  the  labor-train, 
Vigor  from  this,  my  plant,  renews  him  vein  by  vein. 

XXV. 

'  It  is  a  stimulant  of  potency  : 

An  herb  of  grace,  grown  from  the  woman  seed. 
If  one  should  say,  *  prithee,  enlighten  me/ 

'Twould  lift  in  me,  as  if  I  were  a  steed 

To  bear  the  brother  in  his  time  of  need; 
Such  virtues  in  the  holy  plant  reside. 

Therefore  I  say,  '  take  courage ! '  wilt  thou  heed  ? 
Why  do  the  feet  so  well  in  dances  glide  ? 
Thy  plant  is  thriving  well ;  sown  in  thee  by  the  bride.' 

v3 
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XXVI. 

Nothing  is  known  of  Real  Kingliness 

In  the  dense  nature-mist  that  rules  below. 
The  monarch  is  the  man  whose  vigors  press 

Through  every  service  that  the  Commons  know, 

Touching  to  all  the  sympathies,  and  so 
Entwining  all  in  one  vast  pleasure-round. 

The  Bridal  Word  dwells  in  him  to  bestow  : 
-Standing  upon  the  lowest  service-ground, 
He  lifts  in  all  the  land,  by  royalties  encrowned. 

XXVII. 

He  takes  the  Seasons  on  him;  every  day 

Wearing  that  day's  rich  livery ;  holds  the  change 
Wherein  the  rapid  hours  make  new  array  : 

In  his  beatitudes  they  re-arrange. 

Surely  it  is  mysterious  and  strange 
To  feel  the  sacred  revolutions  flying ; 

Breaths  for  the  court,  the  altar  and  the  grange ; 
Swift  melodies  for  every  service  plying, 
And  the  blithe  People's  pulse  within  the  pulse  replying. 

XXVIII. 

Yet  this  I  sought  to  organize  below : 

The  breaths  of  God  were  centered  in  me  there. 
A  silent  ocean,  fettered  from  its  flow, 

I  held  delight  encircled  by  despair. 

I  was  a  Voice  man  would  not  have  declare  : 
I  felt  the  race  enfeebled  and  astray. — 

This  radiant  royalty  that  now  I  wear 
Formed  in  me  where  I  met  the  foul  decay, 
And  trumpets  in  my  thought  proclaim,  the  words  to  ray. 
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XXIX. 

The  Power  whereby  I  wrought  is  here  imvailed ; 

The  End  for  which  I  travailed  is  led  forth ; 
The  Word  man  martyrized  has  here  prevailed ; 

Man  was  not  worthy  of  this  better  worth  : 

It  leaps,  it  kindles  in  the  kingdom's  mirth. 
The  frame,  that  bowed  and  quivered  as  a  reed, 

In  the  long  travail  of  the  New  Time's  birth, 
Rises  herculean,  filled  with  powers  to  feed. — 
The  vigors  fashion  here  that  from  the  Earth  recede. 

XXX. 

I  was  a  Voice  of  love-in-anguish,  crying 

In  the  morasses  of  Time's  wilderness  ; 
A  life-in-deaths  ;  a  truth  among  the  lying  ; 

A  spring  of  sweetness  in  the  bitterness. — 

Now  I  come  home,  come  home !  here  I  possess 
The  vast  fruition  of  the  life's  long  labor. 

The  Infinite  toiled  in  me  for  redress  : 
The  kindly  word-staff  fought  the  cruel  sabre. — 
I  am  transfigured  here,  as  One  upon  Mount  Tabor. 

XXXI. 

And  here  two  men  stand  with  me, — not  the  twain ; 

Not  Moses  and  Elias  ; — nobler  far. 
Lo,  one  of  them  for  service  did  distrain 

Till  he  rose  crucified  above  the  war 

Of  elements,  that  shook  with  strife  and  jar 
The  planet's  confines  ; — crucified  in  space,     , 

He  met  the  magic  of  the  fallen  star, 
And  bore  the  social  standard  of  the  race 
Where  .the  uncarnate  Word  awaited  to  embrace. 
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XXXII. 

Beside  him  shines  another:  that  is  he 

Who  held  the  fortunes  of  the  Silver  Age : 
'Tis  Adonai: — sweet  it  is  to  he 

Initiated  to  the  heritage 

That  grew  and  grew,  through  time's  drear  pilgrimage, 
To  open  in  the  sacred  Lilistan.-— 

I  cast  my  shoe  against  the  Earth  :  I  wage 
Henceforth  my  peaceful  war  in  social  man; 
Transfiguring  my  thought  in  the  eternal  plan. 

XXXIII. 

How  beautiful  it  is  to  ray  with  splendor, 

As  the  morn  breaks  on  landscapes  undefiled, 
All  summer-sweet  for  blessings  that  surrender 

Their  burning  lives  in  breathings  gladly  mild ; 

To  feel  the  energies,  within  that  piled 
As  mountains  of  condensed  and  crystalled  ore, 

All  for  the  outgift  fused  and  reconciled. 
Straining  for  outlet  of  the  force  no  more, 
The  milk  and  wine  of  life  as  from  full  breasts  they  pour. 

XXXIV. 

I  am  relieved  :  for  1  came  overfull 

Into  this  land  of  blessings,  from  the  curse. — 
Mist  gathers  o'er  the  body  like  white  wool. 

Surely  there  is  a  penny  in  my  purse ; 

The  People's  coin,  made  so  to  re-imburse. 
A  penny — that  is  all ;  I  am  repaid. 

The  burdenings  in  victory  disperse : 
I  am  a  simple  youth,  in  song  arrayed: 
The  lilac  blooms  anew,  and  there  the  shy,  slim  maid. 
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XXXV. 

The  river  has  returned  into  the  spring  ; 

The  spring  flows  deep  into  the  Mother's  well. 
The  cataracts  of  the  life  no  longer  fling, 

Nor  trumpets  of  the  prophecy  foretell. 

I  rest  as  in  a  statelier  blossom-bell : 
For  the  starred  heavens  of  crimson,  gold  and  azure, 

I  see  a  sky  all  as  the  rounded  swell 
Of  the  maternal  bosom,  orbed  for  pleasure. 
My  inness  folds  in  God,  and  there  I  find  my  Treasure. 
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'Twas  thus  the  Muse,  the  Lady  sang  : 
'Our  Blessedness  came  home  ; 

Gold-lily  to  its  floweret  sprang 
Beneath  God's  blessing-dome. 


'  The  winds  blew  soft,  they  whispered  low, 
They  kissed  and  claimed  for  glee : 

The  bridal  girls  of  Lilimo', 

They  wreathed  him  into  me. 


'  Sweet  in  the  pleasant  season  form 

The  love-lips  of  the  rain  : 
They  kissed  before  as  through  the  storm, 

But  kiss  not  so  again. 
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'  The  mercy-airs  are  light  of  wing  ; 

The  rapture-fires,  they  glide  ; 
And  airs  and  fires  make  lips  to  cling 

For  love-gifts  of  the  bride. 

'  Upon  my  bright  and  blossomed  knees 

The  People  is  the  child ; 
And  he  shall  serve  by  kindly  glees, — 

Mine  own,  my  undented. 

'  Upon  my  blithe  and  bounteous  breast 

The  People  lifts  to  cling, 
And  he  shall  glad  them  by  his  best,— 

My  spouse,  the  Lily  King. 

'  Lead  all  the  flocks  into  the  fold, 
No  more,  no  more  to  roam : 

New  Time  shall  wreathe  its  flower  of  gold 
From  Blessedness  at  home.' 


4. 


Over  a  chain  of  shining  lakes 

The  beautiful  blithe  morning  breaks ; 

The  vale  of  Oiwee  ; 
Its  village  named  as  Love's-Repose. 
The  kingdom  for  its  gift  bestows 
A  cottage  gay  with  trellised  rose, 

Made  sweet  for  privacy. 


S  T  A  It  -  F  L  O  W  E  It  8  .  23 

And  Libbie  met  me  at  the  door, 
And  o'er  the  happy  threshold  bore, 

For  I  was  faint  extreme. 
The  perfumes  of  the  long-ago 
Made  memory- wafts  to  flow  and  flow, 
Till  I  awoke  as  lovers  go 

In  some  delicious  dream. 


She  bade  my  thoughts  take  wing  to  rise ; 
She  kissed  my  tear-drops  through  her  eyes 

She  led  the  speech-gift  soon. 
She  touched  by  blossomed  finger-tips 
And  pressed  a  music  to  my  lips, — 

Song  of  the  Mother  Moon. 

Then  said,  'The  earthly  sun  hath  set: 
Thou  didst  forsake  ;  thou  shalt  forget : 

The  shade-form  seeks  repose  ; 
But  now  I  ply  the  housewife's  trade, 
All  as  the  kitchen  queen  arrayed ; — 
A  simple  wife,  a  lowly  maid, 

Whose  gift  by  giving  grows. 


'Thou  canst  not  bear  each  greater  thing 
That  waits  thee  in  the  welcoming, 

Till  powers  find  rest  awhile. 
So  the  Good  People  here  has  wrought 
Space  in  the  silence  of  its  thought, 
Till  sword-gifts,  fashioned  as  they  fought, 

Refashion  smile-in-smile. 
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' And  thou  art  made  as  'Gentle-Might,' 
And  I  transformed  as  '  Stars-by-Night,' 

Beneath  the  Mother  Moon. 
Behold  how  good  a  thing  it  is 
To  know,  in  all  our  silent  bliss, 
That  God  is  coming  by  a  kiss, 

To  end  Earth's  anguish  soon.' 


o. 

ISSA:     THE     SWANS. 

'  See,  how  the  swans  upon  the  lake 
With  crimson  plumes  their  silver  flake 

See  how  they  disappear, — 
Gone  where  the  circling  eddies  rise. — 
Nay,  follow  not  with  searching  eyes. 
By  mysteries  in  mysteries 

The  end  they  seek  is  near. 


'  See,  how  the  Water- women  lift 
Their  babies  to  the  solar  gift ; 

Then  dance  them  forth  to  wing. 
See  how  their  warm  white  bosoms  glide 
Dipping  as  swans  below  the  tide  ; 
Then  vanish,  in  the  floods  to  hide, 

Yet  from  the  deep  to  sing. 


'And  hear  their  chant,  'O  lullaby, 

0  time,  0  days  that  droop  and  die, 

0  years,  0  griefs  forlorn, 
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0  sufferings  that  pierco  and  ache, 
Break  as  our  water-bubbles  break; 
Sing  lullaby  ;  your  forms  forsaka  ; 
Fold  in  to  meet  the  morn ! ' 

'See,  how  the  diving  birds  biing  up 
Bracelet  or  chain  or  ring  or  cup ; — 

Each  one  the  gift  it  seeks : 
They  bear  the  omens  o'er  the  land ; 
For  each  one  serves  a  sister-band, 
And  they  fly  homeward  by  conrmand, 

With  treasure  in  their  beaks. 

'  Hush  all !  she  sings, — the  yucca-bird, 
The  bird-queen,  in  the  garden  heard, 

Where  blooms  our  Tree  of  Life. — 
Be  strong  I  say,  be  still,  be  sweet ; 
For  thou  shalt  find,  whilst  blessings  meet, 
And  all  things  fashion  their  complete, 

A  kingdom  in  a  wife.' 


XXXVI. 

The  '  Lyric  of  the  Morning  Land,'  was  written 

Whilst  youth  yet  touched  this  brow  with  lingering  light : 
Since  then  my  songs  have  been  as  gold-fiames  litten  ; 

Sparks  from  the  starry  anvil  of  the  night. — 

Again  returns  to  me  the  visioned  sight ; 
The  four  small  lakes,  the  silent  cottage  room ; 

The  mystery,  the  sweetness,  the  delight, 
Whilst  that  strange  flower-stalk  lifted  lips  of  bloom : — 
Where  Heaven  supplied  the  thread,  though  Sorrow  served 
the  loom. 
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XXXVII. 

There  is  an  immortality  that  robes 

Man's  life :  he  springeth  upward  as  a  flower ; 

He  is  a  babe  upon  the  kissing-globes ; 

But  a  small  child  may  touch  the  hand  of  Power. — 
I  touched  Ihe  hand  that  held  the  Lily's  dower. 

A  spark  from  the  child's  heart  to  Christus  caught, 
And  he  was  consecrated  from  the  hour 

When  the  warm  Saviorhood  inspired  his  thought : 

The  Spirit  of  the  Word  henceforth  within  him  wrought. 

XXXVIII. 

Behold  the  boy,  of  Paradise  a  dreamer, 

Yearning  to  live  but  by  an  inspiration ; 
Catching  at  lights,  that,  like  the  northern  streamer, 

Rise  where  cold  genius,  o'er  time's  desolation, 

Electrifies  to  make  illumination. 
His  thoughts  wrere  with  the  mighty  visioned  men, — 

Clear  intellects  transposed  by  adoration, 
The  watchers  o'er  the  Planet's  disc, — and  when 
His  thought-ray  struck  their  fire,  that  woke  response  again. 

XXXIX. 

'Twas  the  Religion  of  Humanity 

He  sought  to  grasp,  and  that  religion  grew 
Into  his  being :  strange  and  wondrously 

The  Golden  City  met  from  far  the  view. 

Blood-stains  within  his  bosom  lay  for  dew : 
That  bosom  rounded  as  a  pregnant  star  : 

The  Word-flower  oped  his  respirations  through, 
For  breaths  that  vibrated  o'er  earth  afar. 
The  son  of  Peace  he  was,  borne  on  the  knees  of  war. 
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XL. 

Now  here  he  sees  the  four  small  lakes  again, 

Bosomed  in  rustic  greenery,  and  she 
Of  whom  he  sang  in  that  sweet  lay  to  men,  — 

The  Lily  Queen,  —  lays  finger  on  the  knee, 

And  says,  '  This  word-wife  from  God's  wifery 
Keeps  but  small  note  of  days  that  are  no  more  ; 

Yet  she  uplifted  through  that  poesy, 
And  o'er  thy  path  the  battle-standard  bore, 
To  claim,  as  then  she  said,  to  gift  and  to  reflore. 

XLI. 

'  Now  here  we  stand  upon  our  shining  marge, 

And  Earth  remains  but  as  a  vaporous  line 
O'er  the  far  meadows,  while  the  stars  emerge 

And  the  full  night  makes  all  one  orb  divine. 

Thou  foldest  into  me  whilst  I  recline, 
Deeply,  more  deeply,  in  that  Living  Word 

Of  whom  we  are  ;  for  whom  thou  wert  a  sign. 
I  am  thy  nest  ;  enter  and  be  my  bird, 
And  I  will  fold  so  still  thy  rest  shall  not  be  stirred. 

XIII. 

'  In  woman's  heart  are  many  motherings  : 

Her  spouse  she  folds  at  last  as  a  man-child, 
Whom  she  must  weave  about  with  loveful  wings 

And  overbrood.  —  Wild  bird,  no  more  be  wild  ; 

Unto  the  quietude  be  reconciled  ; 
Twine  from  this  inness  to  the  shadow  form  ; 

And  I  will  lead  my  star  thy  brow  to  gild, 
And  vaporize  mine  essence  rich  and  warm  ; 
Until  m  imae  wreathes  between  it  and  the  storm.' 


OT  THIS 

/>>. 
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XLIII. 

Out  of  the  fullness  of  a  great  content, 

Brothers !  I  weave  this  verse  and  bid  it  wing ; 

For  now  the  lights  of  Lilistan  are  blent 

And  folded  through  my  being,  till  they  bring 
O'er  that  dusk  outwardness  a  glimmering ; 

And  Issa's  hand,  upon  the  bosom  lain, 
Hushes  so  dearly  that  I  can  but  cling 

And  cleave  into  her  fullness  and  remain. 

Silence  my  life  enfolds :  let  silence  round  the  strain. 

6. 

THE     POET. 

Three  days  have  passed  as  in  the  stream 
Of  a  divine  delightsome  dream, 
And  now  again  the  song-fires  gleam. 

What  forms  the  Poet,  as  we  know 
Here,  where  the  song-flights  that  bestow 
Make  pictures  in  the  river-flowr? 

Formed  to  the  Woman's  plexial  lyre, 
He  thrills  to  raptures  of  her  fire, 
And  flows  with  truth  from  her  desire. 

The  Muse  is  in  him,  so  to  bring 
Thought-bells,  their  silver  orbs  that  fling 
From  the  calm  Naiad  in  her  spring ; — 

Form-bells  of  thought,  in  glancing  rays ; 
Warm,  colored  lights  upon  the  haze, 
Lit  by  the  Truth-Word  all  ablaze. 
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1  Let  us  have  gifts/  my  Lady  said ; 

She  spun  a  bliss-wreath  round  my  head,   • 

Wrought  from  a  posy  of  the  bed. 

She  wove  a  dance  with  flying  feet ; 
A  whirl  of  fragrance,  in  the  heat 
Of  song-desire  made  full  and  sweet. 

She  touched  a  chorded  instrument: 
Over  the  silver  keys  she  leant ; 
Then  in  my  frame  was  immanent. 

That  outwarded  to  touch  the  keys. 
Awoke  the  flying  harmonies, 
Responsive  to  the  inward  glees. 

I  touched  her  so  by  thrill-in-thrill, 
By  heart-in-heart,  by  will-in-will, 
Inspiring  and  respiring  still ; 

Breathing  melodious  life,  that  came 
Through  water-breath  to  billowed  flame, 
And  then  I  spoke  the  Hidden  Name. 

She  calmed  me  to  a  still  repose  : 

She  over-bloomed  me,  as  the  rose 

That  from  the  Word  her  blossom  shews. 

Then  passing  to  an  artlessness, 
Robed  in  her  simple  village  dress, 
She  sat  beside,  my  knees  to  press. 
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"0  Love!"  I  sang,  "by  that  delight 
Which  fills  me  all  the  blessed  night, 
I  called  the  song-birds  to  their  flight." 

Her  bosom  made  a  rounded  swell : 

It  trembled  like  a  water-bell  : 

The  joy-babe  glimmered  through  its  shell : 

Then  through  her  being  rose  a  song, 
That  lifted  weaving  to  prolong. 
The  bosomed-babe  became  a  throng 

Of  winged  infants,  formed  by  size 

As  the  small  golden  butterflies, 

With  sparkling  plumes  and  shining  eyes. 

My  bosom  oped ;  they  hived  in  me, — 

A  tumult  of  glad  melody. 

She  smiled,  she  sang,  'Be  me-in-thee.' 

My  arm  around  her  was  entwined ; 
My  space-form  in  her  was  enshrined, 
Heart  wreathed  in  heart  and  mind  in  mind. 

Then,  when  a  little  time  had  passed, 
She  opened  through  me ;  by  the  vast 
Gift  of  the  Muse  made  known  at  last. 

She  dwells  in  God  by  intertwine ; 
The  God-World  is  her  house  divine ; 
Proceeding  thence  to  outness  mine. 


STAR-FLOWERS.  31 

She  took  her  simple  style  again  ; 
Wreathed  to  the  village  maid,  as  when 
I  dwelt,  a  youth,  with  lowly  men. 

She  said,  '  Know  thou  thy  genius  old ! 
Thy  Beauty  bade  her  thought  unfold : 
Her  scripture  in  the  sense  enscrolled.' 

She  brought  a  pen  and  steeped  it  in 
The  carmine  of  her  lovely  skin  : — 
'I  am  the  scribe,  the  words  to  win.' 

She  found  a  white  rose,  dipped  in  dew ; 
Then  breathed  upon  it,  and  it  grew 
As  dainty  paper  to  the  view. 

'  I  am  thy  penny  for  expense/ 

She  said;  'this  deed  makes  evidence, 

Where  Heaven  is  in  the  present  tense.' 


HEAVEN. 

Heaven  is  more  than  we  divine  it ; 

Richer,  sweeter  far  : 
All  God's  rapturings  entwine  it ; — 

Gold-flowers  round  the  star. 

Heaven  is  deeper  than  we  know  it, 

Howsoe'er  we  win : 
Bridal  oceans  overflow  it ; 

We  like  swans  dive  in. 


32  STAR-FLOWERS. 

Heaven  is  larger  than  we  scan  it, 
Though  our  thoughts  ensoul : 

In  the  airs  that  weave  and  fan  it 
Constellations  roll. 

Senses  gather,  w'hilst  they  fashion 
Bliss  from  small  extremes, 

Powers  of  wisdom,  love  and  passion, 
First  revealed  as  dreams. 

Heaven  displays  beneath  her  azure 

As  a  dancing  girl, 
But  is  clasped  to  God  for  pleasure 

In  her  flying  whirl. 

So  she  leans,  all  childly  duteous, 

Into  God  for  rest, 
Till  she  springs,  a  being  beauteous, 

Glowing  from  His  breast. 


8. 

KNOWEST     THOU. 

Know'st  thou,  0  Fire,  what  pregnant  seeds 
Are"  hidden  in  thy  smoldering  gleeds  ? 
Know'st  thou,  0  Man,  what  germs  are  rife 
In  the  dulled  embers  of  thy  life  ? 
What  royalties  may  lift  to  robe, 
Unprisoned  from  the  moldering  globe, 
When  Helios  hath  the  flame-mist  spun, 
And  the  new  morning  is  begun  ? 
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XLIV.'^^JFOft? 

Man-Truth  on  earth  has  worn  the  helm  and  visor, 

But  Woman-Truth,  wrapt  in  a  vail  of  cloud, 
Has  journeyed  through  the  ages  :  none  surprise  her  ; 

She  would  not  shew  to  creatures  of  the  shroud. 

The  ocean  by  its  many  barques  is  plowed, 
But  no  man  knoweth  of  the  occult  main. 

The  secret  of  the  sea  is  not  allowed ; 
Nor  what  the  waves  say  when  the  floods  complain ; 
Nor  what  the  fires  from  floods,  thrilled  to  the  breast  and  brain. 

XLV. 

The  mystery  of  life  is  in  the  waters : 

The  seas  grow  pregnant  with  the  germs  of  life : 

One  flood  may  teem  with  animated  slaughters ; 
Another  with  mysterious  forces,  rife 
For  creatures  who  make  joy  in  peaceful  strife. — 

Strange  are  the  wisdoms  opening  on  me  here  : 
Forth  from  the  lakelet  came  a  Water-wife ; 

By  her  advance  she  led  a  streamlet  clear, 

Drawn  in  a  crystal  vein,  that  pierced  the  atmosphere. — 

XLV1. 

She  wound  it  like  a  coil  of  living  ice 

Along  the  sward;  then,  as  for  sport  delighted, 
The  coil  shone,  glimmering,  crystaline  to  rise. 

It  shaped  a  mound :  pleasure  to  pleasure  plighted, 

By  many  a  thrill  that  lifted  and  requited, 
In  the  warm,  limpid  streams  that  circling  ran. 

A  Voice  harped  through  the  mound,  as  billows  fighting ; 
A  sea- voice,  in  the  thunder-tones  of  man, — 

'Ye  called  me.     Be  of  cheer,  0  ye  of  Lilistan.' 
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XLVII. 

The  mound  broke  from  its  orb  and  lay  in  coils, 

Bright,  kindly;  every  coil  as  jewel-wise. 
We  were  encircled  by  a  wealth  of  spoils. 

'A  rich  man  should  have  treasure  to  his  eyes: 

Take  ye  my  gift,  that  I  may  pleasurize : 
The  sea-king  hath  his  pleasure  in  such  folk. 

Yet  bring  a  wind-spray,  lest  I  vaporize : 
Make  ye  above  me  here  a  kindly  smoke. — 
Ago  I  am,  by  Good ! '  the  sea-king,  so  he  spoke. 

XLVIII. 

Of  this  enough  :  I  saw  a  little  more, 

But  Issa,  when  the  pleasuring  was  over, 
Upon  my  side  with  gentle  motion  bore, 

Saying,  '  If  but  that  Sea  were  bade  to  cover 

An  earthly  continent,  the  ocean  rover 
Might  sail  above  it,  lost  in  unknown  deeps. 

Thinks  the  proud  Earth  there  is  no  Power  above  her  ? 
In  every  cup  she  drains  one  wakes  or  sleeps, 
Who  by  the  whirl-wave  moves  and  in  its  cycle  reaps. 

XLIX. 

'Out  of  the  AVater  comes  infloriation  ; 

'Tis  life,  tis  life !  sea- water  now  I  say. 
If  one  should  ope  to  the  majestic  nation 

That  in  essential  water  holds  the  sway 

And  works  by  mysteries  of  the  Mother-way, 
'Twould  not  be  difficult  to  weave  a  chart, 

And  from  it  compass  Earth,  as  in  a  day, 
So*that  the  water-fold,  by  wondrous  art, 
Might  overlay  a  vail,  led  as  frorn  Ocean's  heart, 
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L. 

'Thou  see'st;  all  this  is  in  the  law  of  whirl. 

Given  first  motion,  then  the  other  springs, 
And  the  Event  glides  like  a  dancing  girl. 

But  Earth  is  chained  in  bondage,  and  it  rings 

Against  the  motion  of  the  water-kings. — 
Touch  to  me  tenderly,  for  this  is  far. 

There  is  a  secret  in  the  pearl  that  clings  : 
When  I  was  called  as  'Issa  of  the  Star,' 
That  secret  touched  my  brow ;  it  loosens  to  unbar. 

LI. 

1  Behold  my  bosom,  thrilling,  scintillating. 

The  secret  folds  its  flowing  deeps  within. 
The  Earth  for  that  last  mystery  is  waiting. 

Could  but  a  Sister-band  arise  to  win 

One  to  another,  would  a  wave  begin. 
The  water-fire  would  through  their  bellies  flow ; 

A  hush  then  fall,  stilling  the  hateful  din ; 
The  outward  life,  led  from  the  bliss-in-woe, 
Form  so  the  blessed  calm,  from  this  that  here  we  know. 

LII. 

1  Man  holds  the  land-gift :  woman  holds  the  sea. 

I  touch  you  deeply  in  life's  living  seat. 
Space  your  most  vital  consciousness  in  me  : 

Now  I  will  in  your  thought  the  word  repeat 

That  liberates  the  soul  of  water-heat. 
Hear  what  the  Wave  says,  flowing  to  thine  ear ; 

She  has  drawn  water-jewels  to  her  feet. 
If  she  make  feet  to  lift  in  sisters  dear, 
A  water-fire  will  rise,  electric,  crystal-clear. 
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LIII. 

1  If  I  can  lead  my  girls  to  overflowing, 

I  can  electrify  and  make  a  round  ;  • 
Then  in  the  round  fashion  a  form  of  shewing, 

And  so  dissolve  the  chain  and  break  the  bound 

That  hold  you  narrowed  to  the  shadow-ground. 
If  I  can  once  lead  forth  the  sparkling  sea, 

You  shall  be  gathered  in  a  water-mound, 
And  transposition  end,  with  you  and  me 
Spaced  in  one  double  form : — death  lost  in  victory.' 


LIV. 

All  powers  grow  gentle  as  they  near  the  End. 

Peace  comes  at  last  for  men  of  loving  will, 
And  many  glories  from  their  Heaven  descend, 

Their  energies  for  blessing  to  instill, 

When  Morn  uplifts  his  golden  cup,  to  fill 
With  wine  of  life,  that  maketh  hearts  rejoice. 

I  sat  with  Lily  on  a  mounded  hill, 
And  she  said  gently,  in  a  deep,  low  voice, 
'  The  friends  approaching  nigh  are  choicest  of  the  choice, 

LV. 

1  And  we  sit  here  upon  this  waiting-mound 

Because  they  have  a  way  of  coming  in, 
Shaping  as  flower-stalks,  upward  from  the  ground. 

The  people  from  the  lower  countries  win 

Their  access  very  much  as  joys  begin  ; 
Asceniing  from  the  foot-touch  to  the  knee.' 

A  vapor  rose,  all  as  a  sword-blade  thin ; 
It  flashed,  it  quivered :  sweet  it  was  to  see 
The  play  of  dancing  lights  rising  by  melody. 
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LVI. 

All  the  lights  fashioned  to  one  body-cloud : 

Then  from  the  cloud  a  rose-bright  pillar  grew, 
And  in  the  pillar  wound  a  spiral  road. 

So  knights  and  ladies  soon  drew  forth  to  view 

About  the  pillar's  base :  but  Lady  Sue, — 
Issa,  transformed  in  homely  service-style, — 

Led  by  the  hand, — I  changing  whilst  she  drew, — 
And  her  dear  Sisterhood,  that  served  awhile 
Deep  in  the  shadowed  world,  touched  feet :  I  could  but  smile. 

LVII. 

She  drew  them,  pulled  them,  one  by  one :  she  toiled 

Attracting  by  her  forces  to  their  feet : 
The  flowing  of  her  drapery  was  spoiled : 

Her  face,  her  arms  grew  bronzed  by  service-heat. 

Then  she  relaxed,  all  pleasantly  and  sweet, 
For  she  had  compassed  them  by  such  rich  mights, 

And  drawn  them  to  the  kissing  knees  complete. 
The  ladies,  all  in  band,  then  led  their  knights, 
And  stood  at  last,  flushed,  warm,  full  glowing  for  delights. 

LVIII. 

When  ours  have  labored  in  the  nether  space, 

Where  hell  is  changing  to  form  paradise, 
They  take  such  burdenings  in  their  embrace, 

That,  when  the  round  is  ending,  force  that  plies 

For  the  last  effort  breathes  away  and  lies 
Suspended,  till  the  kingdom's  might  goes  forth, 

And  leads  them,  from  the  service-round  that  dies, 
To  enter  where  their  Homeland  makes  for  worth. — 
Such  entrance  is  to  rise,  almost  as  by  a  biith.  • , 
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9. 

MATERNITY:    HARRIET. 

The  Woman  Wisdom,  who  reveals, 
Moves  in  the  season's  rounding  wheels ; 

And  now  is  orbing  high 

In  wifely  warm  July. 

In  Lilistan's  more  secret  pale 

I  visited  the  Mother-dale  : 
Sure  'tis  a  holy  place, 
Fashioned  by  art  in  grace  : 

And  all  in  sacred  forms  out-wrought 
By  the  Maternity  of  thought ; 

Elaborated  so 

As  wives  in  blisses  go, 

Initiating  still  their  powers 

In  splendors  for  the  pregnant  hours. 

'Twas  there,  be  sure,  I  met 

Love-burdened  Harriet. 

So,  being  in  my  lady's  grace, 
I  felt  the  babe  in  its  embrace, 
And  spake  to  her  for  joy, 
"  Yea,  what  a  precious  boy ! " 

Her  bosom  rounded  to  a  glee ; 

She  smiled  into  the  eyes  of  me. 
From  folds  of  lady-bloom 
The  babe  leapt  in  her  womb. 
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Then  she  was  glad  again,  but  gave 
A  little  sigh,  a  fragrant  wave 

Of  pureness  in  delight. — 

A  wonder  met  my  sight. 

She  opened  to  full  reach  her  arms : 

Her  orb  formed  forth  through  all  the  charms 

Pores  opened  whilst  she  smiled ; 

So  she  brought  forth  her  child. 

The  babe,  diffusing,  lifting,  surging, 
Elaborated  for  emerging, 

Pressed  to  her  shape  the  while, 

Wrought  all  in  labial  style. 


10. 


Came  Baby  wondrous,  feet  through  feet 
And  hands  through  hands,  and  from  the  sweet 
Wealth  of  her  brain  and  bosom  drew 
Its  animates.     It  murmured  through 

Her  mouth,  her  plexial  flower :  then  kissed 
Small  lips,  upon  her  bosom  blissed, 
Till  she  her  charms  clasped  close,  and  smiled, 
And  lifted  in  proud  arms  the  child. 

But  Issa  came  as  Lady  Sue, 
And  o'er  the  infant  wove  anew 
A  golden  cloud  for  day's  delight, 
A  silver  veil  for  joys  by  night,— 
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Gold-silver  lilies,  deftly  spun, — 
And  in  them  wound  the  little  one ; 
This  joy-gift  of  the  Queen  of  Love. 
Its  dimpled  fingers  sought  to  prove 

Their  right  of  empire,  feeling  o'er 
The  mother's  bosom  to  explore, 
Until  they  wrought  a  charm,  a  glow  : 
But  then  the  breast  began  to  flow, 

Whilst  the  small  child,  full  wise,  made  free 
For  tribute  of  his  royalty  ; 
Tasting  the  first  divine  delight     . 
That  mothers  yield  in  outer  sight. 


LIX. 

I  build  the  thought  into  another  style. 

Life  was  on  Earth  a  long  embarrassment  : 
The  Word,  a  little  open,  vailed  the  while. 

I  was  as  one  who  held  a  continent 

Of  truth-in-good  where  men  would  not  relent, 
But,  hardening  against  the  pure  fruition, 

Sought  by  all  arts  its  way  to  circumvent, 
And,  smiting  by  the  force  of  their  perdition, 
Pressed  Truth  into  retreat,  vailed  the  New  Life  from  vision, 
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LX. 

If  I  led  forth  that  truth  with  power  to  save, 

They  grasped  it  for  a  weapon  at  my  breast : 
They  summoned  occult  powers  to  shape  a  grave ; 

The  days  were  labor  and  the  nights  unrest. 

The  few  who  gathered  to  me  were  supprest : 
Men  found  that  they  by  hating  me  grew  strong ; 

That,  when  malignities  had  filled  their  breast, 
The  tide  of  the  world's  evils  rolled  along 
And  knit  them  into  force,  as  where  the  armies  throng. 

LXL 

The  state  of  Earth  is  universal  war. 

I  sought  to  form  a  new,  a  racial  peace ; 
To  lead  the  heavenly  forces  from  afar : 

To  open  avenues  for  their  release 

Through  all  who  loved  the  good  and  true,  that  these 
Might  find  in  God  their  unity,  and  fling 

Oppression,  misconception  and  disease 
As  fetters  from  them ;  entering  to  the  Spring 
Of  golden  years  below,  for  Word-life  blossoming. 

LXII. 

I  sought  to  lead  the  Word-life  through  the  world, 

Mostly  made  up  of  parasites  and  dupes ; 
Where  the  best  lie  as  coils  of  insects,  curled 

In  the  dread  apathy  where  Terror  swoops 

If  one  but  seeks  to  liberate  the  groups, 
Chained  in  the  lines  of  caste  and  creed  and  clan ; 

And  where  the  lariat  hide  of  Custom  loops 
To  tangle  and  o'erthrow  each  free-souled  man. — 
Ever  by  deed  and  word  I  braved  the  social  ban. 
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LXIII. 

Now  here  I  see  that  many  who  denied, 

Or  turned  aside  in  apathy  or  terror, 
Received  as  when  the  scattered  sowings  hide 

In  the  cold  soil  or  the  o'erflowing  river. 

Germs  from  the  Truth  made  seed, — they  perish  never : 
They  are  not  bubbles ;  they  are  living  forms : 

They  sink  in  man  below  his  mental  mirror ; 
Below  the  atmosphere  where  passion  storms : 
The  fire  of  deathless  life  within  them  moves  and  warms. 

LXIV. 

That  seed  shall  not  return  unto  me  void : 

Outly  unknown,  inly  'tis  germinant. 
Though  the  poor  shade-form  were  at  last  destroyed, 

That  which  is  wrought  is  wrought :  were  years  not  scant 

'Twould  prove  a  power  in  many  lives  extant, 
And  lead  new  figures  through  Time's  mirrored  glass. 

Men  feel  not  want,  but  if  there  grew  a  want, 
In  peoples  melting  from  their  frozen  mass, 
This  buried  truth  would  rise  through  the  world's  mind  to 
pass. 

LXV. 

And  yet  it  will  rise  :  'twas  a  splendor  litten 

To  beam  upon  the  closing  eyes  of  Time  : 
That  mighty  image  reels,  its  brow  is  smitten : 

Eternity  moves  on  with  port  sublime  : 

Its  floating  vestures,  in  this  woven  rhyme, 
Over  the  dazed  and  slumberous  nations  trail. 

The  vast  pulsations  of  the  new-born  Prime 
Are  in  the  sigh,  the  groan,  the  bliss,  the  bale : 
Through  universal  man  they  enter  to  prevail. 
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I  look  abroad  and  see  the  hiddenness 

Of  occult  Nature  striving  to  ascend  ; 
To  wreathe  and  scintillate  in  being's  dress ; 

To  mingle  with  the  upper  airs ;  to  blend 

With  powers  that  from  the  loftier  life  descend, 
Transforming,  sublimating,  ordering  all. 

Methinks  a  thought  could  almost  touch  the  End. 

O 

The  resurrection  weaves  within  the  pall : 

The  voices  of  the  Heavens  well-nigh  make  outer  call. 

LXVII. 

A  little  on,  a  little  farther  on ! 

Then  transformation  touches  through  the  brain, 
And  the  dim  robe,  illusive  aye  that  spun, 

Shall  fail  as  clouds  pierced  by  the  hurricane  : 

A  finger-touch  shall  still  the  Planet's  pain. 
The  universal  plexus  of  mankind, 

Opening  its  pores  to  drink  the  mercy-rain, 
Shall  lift  the  lungs  to  breathe  God's  pleasure-wind. 
Long  have  I  bound  for  111,  for  Good  I  shall  unbind. 

LXVIII. 

Then,  should  I  pass  the  doors  of  the  ordeal, 

God  shall  be  unto  me  for  strength  to  go, 
Son-daughter  of  the  Word,  all  hymeneal, 

Robed  in  the  radiance  of  Love's  marriage-bow. 

Our  path  shall  be  to  gather  and  bestow, 
Led  in  the  footsoles  of  the  suffering  race. 

Those  feet  shall  be  our  care ;  to  lift  them  so 
That  men  shall  rise  for  the  immortal  race. — 
Genius  and  Beauty  speed  to  crown  where  they  embrace. 
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LXIX. 

I  dip  my  thought  into  those  blessed  feet, 

Dear  feet,  that  bear,  that  lift,  that  lead  the  End. 

Whatever  gifts  me,  blithe  or  bold  or  sweet 
In  Lilistan,  yet  weighs  me  to. descend 
In  thought  for  comfortings,  my  way  to  wend 

As  through  God's  door-ways,  till  kind  feet  are  shod. 
Christ's  feet  in  man's  feet, — they  diffuse  and  blend 

Where'er  the  patient  burden-bearers  plod ; 

Where'er  they  seek  to  fold  the  fellow-man  in  God. 

LXX. 

Deep  in  the  feet  of  all  that  burdening, 

There  is  my  crown-place,  there  my  wisdomstead. 
So  do  I  set  my  life  in  comforting 

And  clasp  my  shadow  till  its  dark  grows  red, 

Infilling  it  from  Issa-Lily's  bed, 
With  vigors  of  sweet  virtue  to  uphold. 

My  life  is  to  the  Planet's  life  re-wed ; 
I  will  re-energize  into  the  cold : 
Here  is  my  rooted  stalk ;  there  shall  its  flower  unfold. 

LXXL 

And  I  will  trickle  as  the  waters  there, 

To  flow  in  loyal  lives,  the  Word  receiving ; 
And  I  will  vibrate  in  the  plexial  lyre, 

That  comfortings  may  break  and  banish  grieving ; 

And  I  will  penetrate  through  wiles  deceiving, 
Till  there  is  made  a  whirl,  if  that  can  be ; 

Yea,  as  a  kiss  will  make  my  lips,  for  cleaving 
The  deadly  chambers  of  the  frozen  sea, 
Till  Woman  shall  unchain,  all  in  her  flood  made  free. 
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LXXII. 

The  knightly  Crucifer  stood  by  me,  leaning 

Upon  a  staff  that  lifted  flowers  of  light, 
And  o'er  it  a  white  dove,  pluming  and  preening, 

Touched  to  the  flowers  rays  flashing  to  unite 

Amber  and  hyacinth  and  chrysolite 
AYith  the  pure  splendor  of  her  snowy  breast ; 

And  ever  the  dove's-eyes  made  glances  bright, 
And  in  his  brain  and  in  his  bosom  prest. 
Intelligence  the  mind,  and  power  the  frame  possest. 

LXXIII. 

'I  was  a  watcher  for  thee  in  the  night,' 

Said  that  heroic  one,  'and  now  I  wear 
A  virtue  from  the  sisterly  delight. 

Uplift  with  me  and  taste  of  what  I  share.' 

Fruits  grew  to  sight  in  the  ambrosial  air. 
A  tree  of  life  shone,  fashioned  in  his  frame, 

And  delicacies  womanhood  may  bear 
Dropped  for  the  touch,  as  if  my  hand  to  claim. 
I  tasted  of  repose  in  joys  that  find  no  name. 

LXXIV. 

Then  the  blithe  Muse  appeared  again  delighted : 
The  drapery  from  her  full-orbed  breast  made  fall. 

My  bosom  lifted ;  sure  that  bosom  sighted  : 

Eyes  through  the  Word-flower  touched  as  if  a  wall 
Builded  in  milk-white  crystal,  blossomed  all, 

Might  open,  pierced  by  starry  avenues, — 
Powers  of  vision  leading  for  her  call. 

Meanwhile  the  Crucifer  shook  blissful  dews 

From  the  bloomed  staff,  that  now  rained  odor-breaths  profuse. 
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LXXV. 

1  took  the  hand  the  Crucifer  extended, 

And  clasped  a  lady's  hand  that  met  mine  own. 

A  violet  vapor  through  the  nerve  ascended ; 
Then  in  my  palm  a  lensic  organ  shone  : 
From  the  filmed  mirror  odor  flowed,  and  tone, 

And  tune,  that  grew  to  song  within  the  hand, 
Mingled  with  scents  of  unknown  ethers,  blown 

As  from  some  far-away  delightsome  land. 

The  brain  orbed  like  a  star  in  stately  poise  to  stand. 

LXXV  I. 

I  lifted  in  the  majesty  of  motion  : 

The  daughter  of  the  Morning  met  mine  eyes, 
Clad  as  if  billows  of  the  flowing  ocean 

Wrought  air-robes  lucidly  for  paradise. 

Then  vision  opened  through  the  plexial  eyes, 
And  I  beheld  her  in  such  glory  spun 

As  clothe  the  majesties  of  solar  skies. 
She  said,  'I  am  a  queen, —  a  little  one, — 
Yet  now  I  shew  to  thee  as  Lily  of  the  Sun.' 

LXXVII. 

My  vision  for  the  words  grew  still  more  open  : 
She  interspaced  her  being  and  extended 

As  if  a  paradise  by  voice  had  spoken. 

A  world  of  human  blisses,  warm  and  splendid, 
With  all  the  sentient  conciousness  was  blended. 

Surely  I  felt  as  world,  and  yet  as  man. 
By  this  reality  I  apprehended 

The  greater  mystery  of  Lilistan ; 

The  concept  of  the  Word  infolded  for  its  plan. 
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LXXVIII. 

Softly  the  vision  faded  from  the  sight : 

Gold-flowers  were  closing  in  me  and  I  drew 
A  shadowed  quietude  that  led  delight ; 

But  Issa  slid  to  the  objective  view. 

Through  every  nerve  of  every  sense  she  grew : 
In  her  white  arms  a  pleasure-babe  she  bore, 

And  tossed  the  radiant  infant  to  the  blue 
Of  the  starred  ether,  so  as  to  restore 
That  floating  form  of  fays  to  heaven  that  arched  us  o'er. 

LXXIX. 

"Tis  by  such  changes/  spoke  my  Girl,  with  blushes 
Warm,  wifely,  leading  through  her  smiles  a  glee, — - 

"Tis  by  such  changes  that  our  Mother  hushes 
The  shadow-frame,  transposing  momently, 
And  through  the  time-shape  weaves  eternity ; 

Guarding,  renewing,  liberating  still. 

Her  powers  are  gathered  as  a  folded  sea, 

Within  thee  and  about  thee ;  forming  till 

As  nucleating  stars  to  round  their  orb  they  fill. 

LXXX. 

1  Thou  didst  grow  upward  through  a  nature-seed, 

And  its  last  vestiges  restrain  thy  powers. 
Thou  leanest  there  below  as  doth  a  reed, 

Weighed  by  the  ice-drops  borne  from  wintry  showers ; 

But  inly  thou  art  made  as  builded  towers, 
And  the  large  inriess  through  the  outness  grows ; 

And  Death,  the  shadow,  for  thy  presence  cowers  : 
And  Hate,  the  scorpion,  for  that  presence  goes 
Fearful  and  chilled,  whilst  Love  serene,  irradiant  glows. 
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LXXXI. 

'  Surely  thou  art  my  Blessedness,  and  blessing 

Is  forming  through  thee  in  Earth's  darksome  vale. 
The  song-words  of  the  Heavens,  thy  lips  caressing, 

Renew  the  utterance  that  did  almost  fail. 

Soon  thou  shalt  lift  to  voice  the  wondrous  tale 
Of  re-creation,  where  the  gifts  dispense. 

The  form  of  vapor,  wrought  to  form  of  mail, 
Shall  penetrate  by  its  protective  sense : 
Thou  shalt  not  feel  restraint ;  thou  shalt  not  need  defense. 

LXXXIL 

'I  am  beginning  to  another  round 

In  the  procession  of  mine  own  existence. 
I  have  passed  through  the  shadowed  mortal  ground 

And  penetrated  so  the  formed  resistance. 

I  move  by  energies  of  still  persistence 
Through  spacial  matter  in  its  last  degree. 

I  seek  to  bridge,  in  mine  own  forms,  the  distance 
That  separates  low  gloom  from  upper  glee ; 
To  lift  as  through  the  soil ;  to  clothe  and  blossom  thee. 

LXXXIIL 

'But  these,  my  words,  are  vague  and  hardly  measured : 

I  am  obscure :  a  palpable  array 
Of  energies,  in  virtues  mildly  pleasured, 

Gather  to  weave  about  me  for  my  way, 

And  I  am  shaped  to  serve  as  by  a  play, 
Making  a  ripeness,  making  a  content ; 

Holding  within  me  for  an  ampler  sway ; 
Bringing  the  substanced  form  of  the  Event 
To  grow,  to  build  its  powers,  envailed  within  thy  tent.' 
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10. 

ISSA:     SWAN -MAIDEN. 

'The  swans  dive  in  the  limpid  water 

For  spoil  of  jewels  pearled; 
But  I,  the  Morning's  bridal  daughter, 

Dive  low  to  lift  the  world. 

*  The  ocean  crests  no  more  my  pillows 

With  lights  of  silver  foam : 
I  make  my  pathway  through  the  billows 

And  touch  the  Earth  for  home. 

'  Surely  the  swan  shall  be  a  maiden 

To  walk  the  world  with  thee. 
Then  wood-paths,  now  by  sorrow  shaden, 

Shall  twine  their  bowers  for  me.' 

11. 
ISSA'S   GIFTS. 

' 1  bathe,  I  balm,  I  bliss,  I  bind : 

I  liberate  the  vocal  mind. 

Lips  that  but  kissed  shall  know  and  tell ; 

Eyes  that  but  saw  shall  still  and  spell ; 

Hands  that  but  met  the  surge  of  pain, 

Shall  by  the  touch  yield  mercy-rain. 

'  I  call  the  Word-fire  through  the  feet 
To  penetrate  the  nature-heat. 
From  Nature  I  dissolve  the  sting, 

That  she  may  glow  for  minist'ring. 

v7 
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I  call  my  winds  into  their  choir 

To  balm  the  hearts  where  I  respire. 

I  set  thy  anguish  as  a  base 

And  on  it  stand  to  touch  the  race, 

And  enter  through  thy  gated  cares, 

To  lead  my  bride-bands,  pairs  and  pairs. 

'I  fold,  I  fill,  I  fuse,  I  fling: 

I  whirl,  I  set  my  loves  in  wing : 

In  Nature's  house  I  make  my  bower ; 

I  arch  the  dome,  I  build  the  tower. 

In  the  minutenesses  I  bless : 

To  the  extremities  I  press. 

I  touch  to  hands  and  feet  and  knees 

With  motions  for  the  pleasure-glees. 

I  meet  the  last  envenomed  thing 

Where  woman  feels  the  deadly  sting : 

I  touch  the  secret  of  her  fate, 

Then  for  the  Commune  elevate.' 


LXXXIV. 

Upon  the  Earth  man  breathes  the  floods  of  Nature, 

But  in  his  Heaven  he  breathes  Humanity : 
The  breaths  diffuse,  elaborate  and  stature 

Within  his  frame  the  formed  society : 

So  Lilistan  has  centered  into  me. 
The  kingdom's  form  is  in  its  airs  implied ; 

The  manhood  of  the  People's  royalty, 
Folding  its  womanhood,  the  queenly  bride. 
I  lift  and  thrill  and  glow,  in  People's  life  to  glide. 
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LXXXV. 

I  hold  the  wealth  of  its  transfused  affections, 
Tasting  the  sweetness  of  the  common  gifts  ; 

A  feast  of  delicate  and  pure  refections. 
The  land  by  multiplying  vigor  lifts, 
Till  through  the  pores  the  refluent  virtue  drifts, 

The  breathful  state  finding  a  new  expression. 
Each  change  by  which  the  force  of  labor  shifts 

Endows  me  with  an  exquisite  procession  : 

I  clasp  and  fold  the  all  ;  perfect  in  its  possession. 

LXXXVI. 

One  said,  '0  king,  in  you  the  land  re-marries.' 

I  answered,  "  Truly  I  am  married  well, 
And  yet  my  thought,  borne  from  the  People,  tarries 

To  hold  a  space-lift  for  the  labor-shell, 

Clasped  in  the  sorrow  of  the  earthly  hell." 
Replied  he  gravely,  '  Since  thou  art  made  one, 

The  People's  life,  made  breathfully  to  dwell, 
Flows  through  thy  lowest  respirations  on, 
Diffusing  through  that  shell  our  kingdom's  unison. 

LXXXVII. 

'  So  that  small  band  in  whom  thy  service  lingers, 

Whose  form  is  in  thy  form  to  God  erected, 
Receives  the  kingdom's  mights  into  their  languors  : 

A  lightning-staff  thou  art,  to  earth  directed. 

The  virtues  of  our  gladness  are  affected, 
That  seek  an  outlet  through  that  small  design  : 

The  Commune  is  for  womanhood  injected. 
Now  wisdom  on  thy  lips  shall  be  a  sign, 
For  the  full  kingdom's  thought  is  centering  in  thine,* 
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LXXXVIII. 

I  said,  "  Our  knights  are  seen  as  constellations, 

When  they  are  moving  in  the  service-field ; 
Their  brows  enriched  by  star-like  coruscations ; 

Their  bodies  all  as  jewels  set  and  steeled. 

There  is  a  sword-play  in  the  strokes  concealed  : 
The  peaceful  industry  holds  mighty  war." 

He  smiled ;  bright  banners  in  his  thought  revealed 
Whilst  he  replied,  'A  Chivalry  we  are, 
As  thou  shalt  know  one  day,  borne  by  swift  mights  afar. 

LXXXIX. 

1  Whate'er  we  do  is  done  with  one  intent. 

We  toil  to  shape  the  fashion  of  the  force, 
Made  operative,  in  the  last  Event, 

To  fold  and  penetrate  the  Planet's  corse ; 

And,  all  by  motions  as  a  woven  verse 
Of  breathing  labor  in  organic  play, 

To  draw  Mankind  from  Industry's  inverse, 
And  set  them  in  the  movements  of  our  way  : 
This  is  the  earth-effect  wherefor  our  powers  array. 

XC. 

1  We  pray  and  labor;  pray  'Thy  kingdom  come, 

Thy  will  be  done,  Thy  life  shed  forth  below ; 
Thy  resurrection  lift  o'er  martyrdom, 

With  life  immortal  kindling  in  its  glow ; 

Strong  to  uphold  as  bounteous  to  bestow.' 
In  every  labor-stroke  the  prayer  is  brought. 

The  kingdom,  as  a  hammer, — blow  on  blow, — 
Smites  by  the  impulse  of  its  love-in-thought. 
Our  hearts  are  in  thy  work,  to  reach  that  world  enwrought. 
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XCI. 

'In  the  vast  concord  of  the  common  will 
Day  unto  day  and  night  to  night  commune : 

The  vigors  that  we  ultimate  distill. 

Behold,  I  say,  by  star  and  sun  and  moon 
We  light,  we  kindle,  till  our  powers  are  hewn 

To  shape  a  form  of  entrance,  that  shall  set 
A  moving  melody  of  tone  in  tune, 

Fragrant  as  odors  of  the  violet, 

Making  a  "Spring  below,  where  all  is  Winter  yet. 

XCII. 

*  Tis  thus  the  kingdom's  force  shall  consummate.' — 
He  smiled :  upon  his  brow  were  stains  of  blood, 

As  if  in  utterance  he  had  pressed  a  weight 
Of  vigors  through  his  body,  till  they  stood 
Rising  by  colors  from  Christ's  passion-flood. 

'Yea,  yea,'  he  cried,  'our  faith  is  Saviorism: 
Our  manhood  is  inspired  in  womanhood, 

To  yield  its  life  to  that  dread  world's  abysm, 

And  lead  the  saved  mankind  where  thou  hast  found  baptism. 

XCIII. 

( She  whom  thou  lovest  so,  the  holy  daughter, 

Leads  flames  through  womanhood,  all  choir  by  choir. 
If  Lilistan  was  erst  as  cool  sweet  water, 

Her  touch  now  kindles  it  with  savior-fire. 

So  she  is  marshalling  her  own  desire, 
And  leading  woman  to  conceive  in  man 

A  purpose,  greatening  as  loves  inspire, 
To  guide  this  kingdom  into  earthly  plan. 
We  set  the  world's  uprise  for  purpose  in  our  van.' 


54  STAR-FLOWERS. 

XCIV. 

One  brought  his  wife  to  see  us  in  a  gig ; 

A  vehicle  made  for  a  single  pair. 
It  whirled,  it  spun ;  then,  drawing  near  it  slid 

Like  a  toboggan  down  a  slope  of  air, 

Shaped  as  the  bosom  of  a  lady  fair ; 
Paused  at  our  door-way  and  so  folded  all, 

Drawn  to  still  life  as  a  reposeful  chair. 
'  If  the  king  please,'  he  said,  '  we  make  a  call : ' 
The  voice  was  musical  as  doves  in  twilight's  fall. 

xcv. 

So  they  made  kiss-touch ;  kissing  with  the  hand 

By  a  protective  sense  that  met  the  brow ; — 
A  touch  of  melody  that  led  a  grand 

And  sumptuous  presence,  twain,  to  make  avow, 

Leading  a  bliss  the  bosom  to  endow. 
I  folded  forth  my  thought  as  to  embrace  : 

Their  mutual  joy  in  mine  made  interflow. 
We  met  as  friends  where  toil  and  time  and  space, 
That  parted  long,  rained  now  for  odors  from  their  face. 

XCVI. 

But  Issa-Lily  came  right  lovingly, 

And  sparkled  o'er  them  for  a  welcoming ; 
Sprinkled  into  them  for  felicity, 

And  charmed  them  in  the  plexus,  ring  and  ring. 

So  the  two  ladies  drew  to  sistering, 
Passing  to  be  indoors  a  little  while. 

There  was  a  sound  in  thought  as  lips  in  cling ; 
A  bubbling  laughter  in  our  minds  made  smile ; 
A  sense  of  lapsing  waves  folding  their  pleasure-isle. 


STAR-FLOWERS. 

tDST 


XCVII. 


Tis  good  to  taste  the  friendships  of  the  skies. 

We  sat  communing  in  a  way  like  this, 
The  star-touch  meeting  in  enkindling  eyes, 

The  minds  transposing  to  the  line  of  bliss, 

Till  thoughts,  grown  inter-penetrate  made  kiss 
Upon  the  lips  for  language :  then  he  said, 

'The  penny  of  your  purse  makes  good  I  wis. 
I  am  in  gift :  the  loveresses  wed : 
Your  love  in  mine  makes  charm ;  so  I  am  sweetly  fed. 

XCVIII. 

'Now  I  have  come  to  make  an  intercession: 

The  lilies  spin  and  weave  in  social  toil, 
But  this  of  mine  has  come  to  the  possession 

Of  private  riches,  born  as  from  the  soil 

That  lifts  to  harvest  by  the  knighthood's  oil, — 
The  gold-sweat  of  its  labor ; — so  we  haste 

To  bid  you  to  the  shewing  of  the  spoil.' 
I  answered,  "This,  your  joy,  is  sweet  to  taste." 
I  rounded  to  him  then  ;  my  thought-arm  spanned  the  waist. 

XCIX. 

The  Law  of  Property  is  singular. 

One  may  have  houses,  lands,  magnificence, 
When  he  becomes  an  arch-familiar ; 

One  who  makes  powers  into  the  realm's  extense, 

Enriching  it  by  gifts  in  eminence. 
The  commune,  that  he  serves  for  full  delights, 

Sets  up  the  'pillar  of  his  evidence :' 
It  makes  an  isolation  for  his  mights ; 
For  man  grows  most  apart  with  Man  who  most  unites. 
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C. 

Therefore  he  has  a  home  of  alternation, 

Wrought  in  the  style  and  genius  of  his  powers. 

Beyond  the  social  cities  of  the  nation, 

The  commune's  gay  retreats,  the  sacred  bowers, 
Lift  the  grand  privacies  their  stately  towers. 

The  People,  that  claims  all,  makes  rich  return ; 
It  gives  by  floods  where  it  has  drawn  by  showers. 

Those  most  in  People's-life  who  serve  and  yearn 

Are  orbed  within  its  flame,  illustrious  to  burn. 

CL 

I  said  to  him,  "  Comrade,  I  take  no  gifts, 
But  flow  and  flow :  by  gifts  in  full  endeavor 

The  stalk  of  my  dear  life  in  splendor  lifts." 
Replied  he,  'This  is  so :  the  now  is  ever: 
Thou  art  made  to  us  as  the  flowing  river ; 

A  God-life  streams  through  thee  to  many  wells. 
Yet  into  thee  my  tribute  I  deliver, 

And  out  of  thee  again  the  wave  dispels. 

My  shells  are  in  thy  deeps :  thy  waters  lave  my  shells.' 

on. 

I  spoke,  "Yea,  so;  with  this  discrimination; 

Out  of  my  public  life  I  am  full  small ; 
Most  as  a  Word-child  in  this  mighty  nation ; 

Glad  to  be  claimed  as  little  one  of  all ; 

Holding  intent  upon  the  service-call." 
'Yea,  this  is  good/  replied  he,  'so  you  are. 

Open  a  door-way  to  me  in  your  wall.' 
He  entered  me  by  thought  more  deeply  far : 
I  stood  within  him  then  and  sparkled  like  a  star. 
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GUI. 

And  Issa  through  my  inness  radiated ; 

And  we  together  fed  his  righteousness. 
The  Word-bloom  of  our  life  infloriated, 

Diffusing  through  him,  pregnant,  full  to  bless ; 

And  0,  the  giving !  it  was  happiness 
Beyond  expression  till  the  outflow  came. 

I  said  to  Issa,  "  Hold  me  and  repress." 
The  giving  in  me  wrought  a  sacred  shame : 
It  led  a  vital  flow,  till  all  the  wells  ran  flame. 

CIV. 

Surely  this  Brother  was  a  man  of  labor, 

Serving  the  realm  by  warm,  concentered  mights, 
In  whom  the  righteous  law,  'thou  shalt  beneighbor/ 

Had  fashioned  an  arch-knight  amid  the  knights. 

He  bore  himself  right  sweet  in  his  delights. 
'Tis  thus  that  God  through  royalty  bestows  : 

Not  by  the  sword-touch  lift  the  acolytes  : 
By  immination  Honor  overflows  ; 
The  sun  makes  path  to  shine ;  man  as  the  morning  glows. 

CV. 

But  I  sat,  quiet ;  virtue  had  gone  forth  : 

1  By  the  queen's  grace  is  this/  said  he  to  me. 
Then  came  his  lady,  glorious,  rich  for  mirth, 

In  dewy  sparkles  of  festivity. 

She  saw  her  spouse  in  loftier  chivalry, 
Then  beamed  with  twofold  beauty  for  his  eyes  : 

Re-wedded  so,  the  gifts  wrought  ecstasy : 
He  clasped  her  as  a  new-found  bridal  prize. 
Formed  in  the  People's  gift  the  greater  Word-gifts  rise, 
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CV1. 

Now  opens  in  the  mind  a  sacred  page : 

Conceptual  images  their  splendor  shew. 
Genius  and  Beauty,  from  the  Silver  Age, 

Invoke  for  me  their  mystery :  I  know 

The  Pre-incarnate  Word,  who  shone  below 
Through  robes  of  rich  irradiant  glory  spun ; — 

'The  Lord  of  light  and  the  unerring  bow,' 
Whom  silver  peoples  worshiped,  as  they  won 
The  Word  in  day  revealed,  Apollo  of  the  sun. 

CVII. 

For  they  beheld  in  the  illumined  morning 

The  Son  of  Helios-Helia,  splendidly 
Kobed  in  the  lustres  of  the  prime,  adorning 

The  world :  a  moving  stream  of  melody 

Pervaded  the  vast  earth,  and  thrilled  the  sea, 
And  smote  the  joy-nerve  in  the  human  breast. 

The  music  of  the  God  woke  ecstasy  : 
They  worshiped  in  His  Image  and  found  rest : 
Their  wisdom  flowed  divine,  by  poesy  possest. 

CVIII. 

There  was  a  Maiden  in  that  ancient  yore, 

A  gliding  Mystery,  a  Vision  given 
Sometimes  as  rising  through  Earth's  blossomed  floor. 

When  the  white  clouds  from  their  deep  thought  were 
driven, 

They  saw  her  as  a  beauteous  one,  arisen 
To  find,  even  there,  her  bridal  diadem. 

Apollo  loved  her  and  this  twain  of  Heaven 
Made  in  the  land  a  bower,  full  sweet  for  them. 
Earth  in  its  star-cup  held  her  pearl,  a,  living  gem, 


So  the  sweet  marrying  was  consummated : 

The  Heaven  with  Earth  united :  She  who  grew 
Through  the  orb's  womanhood  was  fitly  mated 

With  Him  who  led  the  solar  splendor  through. 

The  Bridal  Pair,  in  their  swift  round,  did  woo 
And  love  and  passionize  in  that  bright  race, 

All  while  the  silver  time  was  led  into 
The  splendors  of  its  morning,  for  their  space, 
Enriched  and  beautified  in  the  divine  embrace. 

CX. 

My  Father  and  my  Mother!  ye  I  know 

As  pre-incarnate  in  that  sacred  story.- — 
Here  Issa  touched  my  lip  as  to  bestow ; 

Then  flushed,  then  kindled  in  the  morning's  glory. 

'Behold,'  she  said,  'yon  orient  promontory 
Glowing  far  o'er  its  forehead  for  the  day : 

The  beams  upon  the  hight  are  transitory. 
Mark  the  advance,  touching  by  ray-in-ray. 
Your  brow  holds  quivering  lights  ;  my  bosom  opes  for  play. 

CXI.  - 

She  lifted  in  full  wifeliness ;  she  thrilled 

Upon  my  bosom,  touching  to  disclose. 
'Now  be  thou  strong,'  she  said,  'here  is  fulfilled 

The  mystery,  in  that  far  morn  that  rose : 

Mine  essence  into  thine  makes  overflows ; 
Thy  word-thought  into  mine  precipitates ; 

The  secret  powers  uplift  from  their  repose : 
The  Pre-incarnate  Word  for  us  awaits : 
The  God-world  is  our  home  to  fold  us  in  the  fates. 
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CXII. 

'  From  pre-existent  immortality 

Our  Father-Mother  deigned  on  earth  to  shew  : 
She  lifted  through  the  planet's  argosy, 

Whilst  He  descended  through  the  solar  glow : 

Earth  and  its  Heaven  in  that  were  married  so. 
Again  they  came,  incarnate,  by  the  road 

Of  natural  birth,  germed  as  a  Bliss-in-Woe, 
Lifting  beneath  the  heavy  labor-load : 
Christus  made  formed  display  ;  Christa  in  Him  abode. 

CXIII. 

'  In  the  far  mystery  of  the  silver  years 

Were  laid  the  bases  of  the  Incarnation, 
Whilst  Adonai  and  his  mighty  peers 

Wrought  in  their  rounds  by  faith  in  adoration ; 

Nourished  by  gifts  from  Word-life's  impregnation. 
The  Brethren  of  the  Rock  are  thus  made  known  : 

Evolving  Saviorhood  by  concentration 
Transfused,  translated  them  to  stand  alone, 
To  wait,  to  watch,  to  wing,  serving  the  Bridal  Throne. 

•CXIV. 

'  Now  we  are  quickening  to  the  intent 

That  shapes  our  own  hereafter :  we  unite 
To  lift  the  Word-star  clear  and  eminent, 

Rounded  to  full  from  the  Divinest  Night. — 

I  make  a  little  open  to  thy  sight ; 
Consider  of  thy  Lily, — how  she  grew  : 

The  Mother  was  the  earth  of  her  delight ; 
The  Father  kissed  her  and  the  Word-flower  drew 
Most  as  a  little  maid,  starred  in  the  morning-dew. 
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'  Hast  thou  not  tasted,  on  my  lip,  consenting 

God-life  in  woman-life  made  perfect  sweet? 
Hath  not  my  form  wrought  shape  for  thy  intenting ; 

Shielding  from  cold  and  sheltering  from  heat  ? 

Have  I  not  been  a  maiden  at  thy  feet 
And  given  of  wifely  opulence  to  thee  ? 

Fear  not  the  mystery  of  my  life  to  meet. — 
Wert  thou  a  little  pearl  below  the  sea? 
Dissolve,  disclose,  declare ;  open  with  Us  to  be*. 

CXVL 

'  But  little  time  awaits  thee  now  for  knowing  : 

The  water-flood  below  us  rises  wan : 
The  east-light  kindles  for  the  vast  foreshowing. — 

Enter  the  greater  form  of  Woman-Man : 

Enter  the  People,  where  they  rise  to  span. 
The  privacy  is  ending,  and  they  wing 

To  claim  thee  for  their  own  in  Lilistan. 
Put  off  thy  simple  style ;  to-day  they  bring 
Their  knees  into  thy  own ;  their  mights  receive  the  king. 

CXVII. 

"Lily!"  I  spoke:  she  clasped  me  close  and  warm; 

Then  loosened  to  the  zone  her  odorous  curls  : 
She  filled,  full  womanly,  my  sevenfold  form. 

Body  in  body  rose,  till  whirls  in  whirls 

United  us  so  as  when  day  unfurls. 
Inworded  all,  I  tasted  of  her  bliss, 

Till  the  dissolving  wealth  of  many  pearls 
Rose  by  white  fire  from  sense  to  sense,  to  kiss : 
The  Land's  great,  blissful  heart  pulsed  through  its  joy  for 

this. 

> 
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CXVIIL 

I  had  been  fearful  of  the  realm's  extent  ; 

The  vastness  of  the  people  and  the  care. 
Now  I  was  fashioned  to  the  full  event. 

Clasping  my  Lily,  I  held  all  things  fair 

And  sweet  and  wise,  by  one  full  giving  there ; 
And  so,  the  mighty  People,  they  seemed  small, 

As  if  I  had  enough  to  share  and  share 
For  multiplying  gifts  amid  them  all : 
The  realm  shewed  as  a  floor :  we  circled  as  a  wall. 

CXIX. 

'Tis  Power  that  holds  the  rule,  not  Truth  alone ; 

Tis  Power  in  Truth  and  Truth  in  Power  enmailed. — 
Forth  came  the  wifely  woman  of  the  throne, 

In  the  pearled  radiance  of  her  love-dawn  vailed. 

The  old  time  of  the  realm  upon  her  paled, 
Then,  trembling  from  her  sweetness  bridal- white, 

She  led  me  where  a  mighty  fane,  inaisled 
And  pillared,  opened  wondrous  to  the  sight. 
The  Ladyhoods  enwreathed ;  they  zoned  her  in  delight. 

cxx. 

I  felt  One  Woman  there,  She,  myriad-hearted, 
Folding  them  all  by  intergift  of  powers  : 

I  felt  the  Mother ;  felt  as  She  imparted ; 

She,  immanent  for  each,  by  fires,  by  showers, 
By  odors  kissing  through  innumerous  bowers, 

By  graces  and  by  glories  and  by  glees ; 
By  living  loves  made  as  Aurora's  hours ; 

By  airs  that  fashioned  full  for  harmonies. — 

The  Mother  gave  the  sign :  I  kissed  unto  Her  knees. 
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CXXI. 


Then,  with  a  sound  like  to  the  lift  of  waters, 

Forth  from  Our  Lady  Her  sweet  ladyhood 
Shone  by  the  multitude  of  bridal  daughters, 

Fashioned  for  shewing  of  the  People's  good. 

They  rose,  they  billowed  on  me,  flood  by  flood : 
Their  common  breaths  in  mine  made  jubilation. 

Then  Beauty  in  her  Genius  rose ;  she  stood 
Lifted  above  them  by  their  exultation : 
Their  sea  made  overflow :  this  was  the  coronation. 


CXXII. 

One  said,  '  O  king,  we  thank  you  for  the  devil : 

Your  coming  here  has  brought  our  People  hell : 
By  it  god  antichrist  draws  near  our  level, 

And  we  behold  the  shades  where  sinners  dwell, 

And  the  impieties  of  lust  rebel, 
Shaping  a  dagger  to  God's  marriage  bed : 

Yea,  christianism  you  have  brought  as  well.' 
I  answered,  "All  of  this  ;  more  might  be  said  : 
I  bring  to  you  the  grave,  the  spectral,  haunting  dead. 

CXXIII. 

"  I  shew  you  Earth ;  not  as  you  here  behold  it, 

A  sunken  meteor  vailed  in  its  morass." 
He  trembled,  then  exclaimed,  'We  will  engold  it; 

Will  penetrate  by  People's-fire  the  mass, 

Till  it  shall  fuse  all  as  a  sea  of  glass ; 
Then  on  it  we  will  rear  our  Lord's  white  throne.' 

He  looked  a  little,  then  he  cried,  'Alas! 
He  who  hath  toiled  through  all  such  ills  alone,  — 
His  flesh  must  be  our  flesh,  our  bone  form  in  his  bone/ 
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CXXIV. 

Heaven  ne'er  could  tell  of  what  it  is  to  Earth  : 

Its  life  dropped  there,  deep  in  the  shadows  lost  : 
The  revelations  made  abortive  birth. 

The  genius  of  their  order  never  crost 

The  deadly  frontier  of  the  barren  frost. 
I  smote  his  bosom  till  the  plexus  jarred : 

His  lungs  breathed  full,  in  mine  they  made  exhaust. 
He  cried,  '  We  men  are  softness ;  you  are  hard : 
We  interchange  our  gifts,  my  softness  I  discard/ 

cxxv. 

I  answered,  "Angel,  mildly  delicate, 

See,  what  a  man  is  like  whose  firm  intention 
Has  grown  through  battle  with  Earth's  anguished  fate ; 

Weaving  his  form  of  peace  through  such  dissension." 

He  lifted  up  right  nobly,  in  the  tension 
Of  will  and  intellect  made  firm  to  free, 

Then  said,  <  Behold,  there  is  an  intervention : 
The  holiness  of  Beauty  kindles  me : 
Hell  has  uprisen  through  you ;  it  touches  to  my  knee.' 

CXXVI. 

Replied  I,  "Yea;"  he  smiled,  he  breathed  a  blessing. 

Then  said,  "Tis  savior-life  that  through  you  flows, 
Lifted  by  myriads  of  sweet  waves  caressing 

From  the  deep  underworld :  now  in  my  toes 

I  feel  that  God  is  working,  to  repose 
And  pacify,  yet  stimulate  and  feed 

The  multitudes  whom  we  esteemed  as  foes, 
Implacable,  and  utter  lost  indeed ; — 

Those  whom  Earth  changed  to  fiends  ;  whose  germs  were 
holy  seed, 
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CXXVII. 

'  Touch  me  most  sacredly.'     I  touched  him  deep  : 

A  quivering  rapture  thrilled  and  fired  his  veins. 
He  murmured,  'Hope  has  entered  hell,  to  keep 

Feast  in  a  long  fruition  from  his  pains. 

The  Planet's  losses  shall  he  made  its  gains : 
The  under-world  shall  be  an  under-heaven : 

Now  we  shall  be  assoiled  from  our  disdains : 
New  joy  for  hell  into  our  realm  has  risen  : 
A  bliss-flame  kindles  soon,  where  colds  before  have  driven/ 

CXXVIII. 

Life  fashioned  in  my  thought  a  little  more  : 

The  song  of  a  new  joy  was  on  his  tongue. 
Then  Issa  opened  through  me,  and  she  bore 

A  deviless,  who  once  had  pierced  and  stung ; 

But  now  she  was  a  virgin,  soft  and  young, 
With  tender  flesh,  lustrous  as  any  pearl. 

The  angel  quivered  as  a  bow  new-strung  : 
His  flying  glance  like  arrows  thrilled  the  girl: 
A  radiance  through  her  rose  as  solar  flames  in  whirl. 

CXXIX. 

Then  Issa  laid  the  darling  in  his  arms, 

Saying,  '  Present  her  to  your  lady  wife, 
And  I  will  be  in  her  for  growth  of  charms. 

Take  thou  this  little  sister  of  the  life.' 

He  beamed ;  he  lifted  with  a  noble  strife  ; 
A  radiant  savior-glee  transfused  him  all  : 

He  sealed  upon  her  lips,  with  blisses  rife, 
Then  cried,  'We  will  build  on  her  for  a  wall, 
And  in  her  garden  plant  for  palms  and  fir-trees  tall.' 
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cxxx. 

So  he  embraced  her,  gazing  with  glad  eyes 

Sublime  for  tenderness ;  he  fastened  on  her, 
Loosening  a  wealth  of  inward  harmonies, 

For  a  rich  overlay  of  truth  and  honor. 

'Now  I  am  glad/  he  spake,  when  he  had  spun  her 
From  his  own  wifely  flesh  : — she  woke,  enwrought 

In  the  new  world  that  Savior-life  had  won  her : 
She  lifted  looks  of  serious  sacred  thought ; 
Then  Issa  cried  again,  'For  this,  to  this,  we  fought.' 


CXXXI. 

I  entered  a  vast  Familistery, 

A  palace  in  a  pleasance  by  a  river. 
A  Sisterhood  made  there  the  common  glee, 

Robed  as  white  water-nymphs,  when  they  deliver 

Their  lucid  frames,  with  ecstasy  that  quiver, 
To  rich  enrobings  ere  the  morning  feast. 

One  kissed  me  for  the  now  and  the  forever. 
A  water-lily,  from  my  breast  released, 
Opened  to  meet  her  hand :  she  glimmered  as  the  east. 

CXXXII. 

Then  said  she,  '  Blessedness,  come  thou  and  sit 

Here  where  the  knighthood  enters  for  the  cheer, 
And  thou  shalt  find  gold  apples :  she  who  bit 

For  wisdom  in  the  kissing-time  is  near, — 

The  Lady  of  the  lily  and  the  spear, — 
To  lead  the  swift  processions  of  the  morn.' 

A  bell-tone  from  the  belfry  sounded  clear ; 
Its  ring  called  forth  an  answering  bugle-horn  : 
The  joy  of  knighthood  so  in  ladyhood  was  born. 
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CXXXIII. 

It  was  a  grecian  hall,  its  east  enshone 

Not  through  the  oriel ;  lifted  there  sublime 

The  Image  of  a  Woman  on  a  throne, 
Majestic,  full  in  splendor  of  the  prime, 
But  sparkling  pearly  as  with  snow-drift  rime. 

Then  the  knights  entered : — lifted,  rapturous,  raying, 
The  mighty  Image  for  the  festive  time 

Shone  as  the  Lady  of  the  Morn,  displaying 

Auroral,  glorious ;  the  snows  fired  all  to  spraying ; 

CXXXIV. 

And  so  diffused  an  air  of  lady-gifts, 

A  blessing  of  the  morn-time :  then  the  knights 

Drew  where  the  ladies  ranged  in  pearly  drifts, 
White-bosomed,  beautiful  in  dawn's  delights, 
And  worshiped  in  their  holiness,  with  plights 

Of  service  in  their  order :  each  one  found 
His  own  beloved.     Chivalry  unites 

To  feast  with  Ladyhood,  in  blessings  crowned  : 

These  girls  God's  lilies  are,  to  the  Bride's  bosom  bound. 

cxx,xv. 

I  sat  beside  the  Priestess  of  the  houses 

My  Love  slipped  through  me  to  the  outerness : 

They  made  obeisance  to  the  sacred  spouse 

And  called  her  by  a  gift-name,  '  Sweet-to-bless.' 
She  wafted  odors  through  her  summer  dress, 

Then  rested  near  that  priestess  and  broke  bread. 
Upon  the  loaves  she  made  her  fingers  press 

For  sweetness ;  so  the  knights  and  ladies  fed, 

Sharing  the  loaf  and  cup  as  lovers  newly  wed. 
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CXXXVI. 

* 

One  cried,  '  Proclaim  a  blessing,  Holy  Queen ! 

We  gartered  men,  who  worship  to  your  knee, 
Take  comfortings  anew  in  the  serene 

Expansion  of  the  land's  felicity. 

With  reverence,  let  a  spoken  blessing  be.' 
She  led  a  bliss-thought  to  their  ardent  eyes ; 

She  touched  the  knight  first  near  her  tenderly ; 
Then  through  them  all  a  stream  of  joys-in-rise 
Passed  like  the  river's  flow  'neath  light  of  crimson  skies. 

CXXXVII. 

Then  the  arch-captain  rose ;  the  feast  was  over  : 

He  smote  his  bosom ;  woke  the  plexial  lyre. 
The  knights  responded :  loveress  to  lover 

Thrilled,  glowing,  radiant  through  the  white  attire. 

Then  all  as  one  uplifted  in  full  choir 
The  labor-song  that  leads  the  day's  advance, 

And  so  the  knightly  brethren  made  retire. 
But  Lily  beamed  upon  them,  full  by  glance, 
And  led  the  ladies  in  for  home-work  with  a  dance. 


CXXXVIIL 

'Woman/  said  Issa,  'is  redemptoress. 

See,  here  in  Lilistan  the  knights  derive 
More  sweetness  through  a  sacred  lady's  dress 

Than  from  all  flowers  that  in  the  garden  thrive. 

The  golden  honey  grows  within  the  hive ; 
It  comes  not  from  the  pollen  of  the  field.' 

I  answered,  "Sweet,  one  knows  who  doth  derive." 
A  sigh  broke  forth,  her  bosom  that  concealed : 
'Woman  redeems,'  she  spake,  'as  yet  must  be  revealed. 
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CXXXIX. 

'Hear  the  blithe  girls  a-singing  at  their  labor ; 

They  seem  in  separate  woman-life  to  be ; 
Yet  each  holds  to  the  spouse  by  thoughts  that  neighbor, 

And  is  as  present  in  his  industry 

As  I  am  present  in  this  speech  with  thee. 
They  hold  the  realm's  vibrations  in  their  breath : 

We  hold  the  kingdom  in  such  unity : 
But  know,  the  solemn  change  moves  on  beneath : 
We  are  in  love-time  here ;  below  us  waits  the  death. 

CXL. 

'  I  feel  it,  feel  it :  hence  the  sigh  broke  through  me.' — 

One  brought  a  message  and  the  Queen  retired. 
Soon  a  small  Page  approached  by  words  that  drew  me : 

A  Prelate  of  the  realm  the  touch  desired. 

My  thought  to  meet  such  reverence  re-attired ; 
The  mind  assumed  ecclesiastic  state ; 

The  lips  for  unction  of  the  gospel  fired ; 
Then  the  Arch-Cupid  of  the  land,  elate, 
Touched  by  his  hand  to  mine,  saying,  'The  Commons  wait.' 

CXLI. 

I  entered  to  a  stately  spectacle. 

Chiefs  of  ten  thousands,  hundred  forty-four, 
In  the  realm's  parliament  assembled  all, 

'Sat  in  grave  order  on  the  People's  floor. 

The  prelate  led  me  through  a  golden  door, 
Saying,  'Behold  the  man  of  toil  and  grief: 

Let  us  make  welcome.'     How  their  thought  upbore ! 
Lifted  for  strength  amid  the  labor-sheaf, 
I  breathed  deliverance,  wrought  in  one  supreme  relief. 
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CXLII. 

0,  it  is  good,  'tis  good,  to  find  communion 

Of  valiant  men,  for  valor's  end  complete, 
Wrought  in  the  God-word  to  the  social  union, 

All  panoplied  in  worth  from  brow  to  feet. 

We  touched  by  thought-in-thought,  at-one,  full  sweet ; 
One  thought,  one  heart,  one  purpose  in  one  mind : 

We  touched  by  hand-in-hand,  to  feel  the  beat 
Of  the  God-action  in  our  Word  enshrined : 
We  breathed  rich  ardors  then,  for  wisdoniing  assigned. 

CXLIII. 

Needs  must  be  silence : — words  are  here  unwritten 
That  yet  shall  flame  upon  the  Planet's  brow. 

The  Commonalty,  peeled  and  pierced  and  smitten, 
Shall  gather  forces  when  such  words  avow  : 
-The  tree  of  Heaven  shall  droop  its  fruited  bough, 

And  heap  the  globe  with  gifts  that  disenthrall : 
Yea,  and  the  underworld  shall  rise  and  plough 

The  social  earth,  till  open  furrows  all 

Shew,  where  men's  eyes  but  meet  the  tomb,  the  tower,  the  wall. 

CXLIV. 

Men  cannot  socialize  by  outward  style, 

Nor  form  society  by  outward  plan. 
Let  there  be  light ! — 'tis  coming  in  the  smile 

Of  Helios-Christus,  made  the  Artisan : 

'Tis  coming  in  the  flower  of  Lilistan : 
'Tis  coming  in  the  wondrous  People's  rod  : 

'Tis  coming  in  the  rising  seas  that  van 
Over  the  doom-plains  where  the  tyrants  trod, — 
Coming  in  one  great  hour,  born  from  the  loins  of  God. 
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The  Government  of  the  Responsible 

Forms  for  the  basis  of  Society ; — 
Persistent  force  of  intellect  in  will. 

Heaven  sparkles  upward  to  a  summer  glee, 

But  its  deep  base  is  human  gravity. 
Full  wise  was  Martin  Luther,  when  he  said, 

'  God  cannot  do  without  strong  men ; '  the  free 
Are  in  the  harmony  of  freedom  led 
By  Freedom's  wisest-best,  enthroned  from  heel  to  head. 

CXLVI. 

This  is  the  proper  science  of  a  king  : 

He  holds  the  concept  of  the  Common  Good ; 
He  centres  in  the  People,  so  to  bring 

The  realm  into  a  nobler  humanhood. 

He  rules  in  fact,  because  he  understood 
From  center-thought  the  system  of  the  sway  : 

He  is  placed  thus  to  serve  because  he  could. 
The  life  of  Royalty,  its  truth,  its  way, 
Were  builded  in  his  powers,  to  make  perpetual  play. 

CXLVII. 

One  said,  '  0  king,  you  seem  an  easy  man ; 

A  simple  person  of  the  common  stock.' 
I  answered,  "Hold  me  to  you  if  you  can." 

He  held,  replying,  '  Nay,  this  is  a  rock, 

A  pillar  that  I  hold :  my  powers  unlock. ' 
He  drew  apart,  saying,  '  Too  much  of  gift 

Makes  in  my  frame  a  something  as  to  shock. 
I  am  surcharged  already,  and  I  lift 
The  faculties  in  play,  as  by  strong  winds  that  swift/ 
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CXLVIII. 

I  answered,  "  There  are  men,  as  you  from  me 

Who  take  the  powers :  this  is  the  ordering  : 
Each  knight  in  all  the  loftier  chivalry 

Has  knightly  satellites  within  his  ring. 

The  Word-stalk  of  the  realm  makes  blossoming 
Circle  in  circle ;  thus  it  grows  aright. 

'Tis  fitness  that  weaves  order,  so  to  bring 
The  common  gifts  by  service  to  unite 
In  one  full  orb  that  shews  the  fruit  of  God's  delight. 

CXLIX. 

"  By  gifts  in  gifts  we  find  enlarging  powers. — 

Touch  to  me  in  the  plexus,"  then  I  said. 
His  -lady  glimmered  through  him,  and  the  flowers 

Of  her  felicity  for  speech  dispread. 

He  answered,  '  Sweet,  0  king,  thy  marriage  bed  : 
The  daughter  of  the  Word  makes  bliss  to  be  ; 

So  by  arch-marriage  is  the  kingdom  wed ; 
Opening  by  many  fountains  from  the  sea. 
The  Daughter  is  the  gift ;  our  gift  from  God  in  thee.' 

CL. 

"Woman,"  I  said,  "is  architectural: 

The  kingdom's  order  is  a  marriage  flower, 

Elaborated  from  her  blossom-bell, 

And  growing  by  the  gifts  that  ladies  dower  : 
Imperial  splendors  bud  in  her  chaste  bower. 

I  am  full  pregnant  from  her  truth  of  good, 
Forming  by  that  pure  concept,  hour  by  hour  : 

My  thought  into  the  kingdom's  altitude 

Flows,  like  the  vital  sap  for  trees  that  builds  the  wood, 
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CLI. 

"I  form,  I  fit,  I  fill,  and  so  I  lift : 

In  all  this  order  of  the  kingdom's  growing, 
A  stream  of  being  in  perpetual  gift 

From  the  Word's  Righteousness  rounds  for  bestowing. 

By  day,  by  night,  the  energies  make  flowing. 
There  is  no  privacy  in  my  endeavor ; 

No  after-toil,  no  struggle  of  fore-knowing. 
I  glide  among  you  as  the  flowing  river, 
That  gives,  that  is  not  lost,  but  laves  the  banks  forever. 

CLII. 

"I  am  not  conscious  of  a  dominance, 

Being  a  common  man  of  modest  heart ; 
I  press  not,  but  respond  to  the  advance. 

A  simple  cottage ;  there  to  dwell  apart, 

Unknown,  unnoted ;  so  to  nurse  my  art 
And  ripen  gifts  that  pass  into  the  all, 

Makes  full  contentment :  from  the  glorious  mart 
I  draw  away,  but  for  the  service-call. 
Distinctions  are  a  pain,  and  praises  but  a  pall. 

CLIII. 

"  Yet  I  rise  up  when  great  occasions  beckon  : 

For  the  emergencies  I  shape  supreme : 
Of  the  resistances  no  more  I  reckon : 

Of  the  sweet  poesies  no  more  I  dream. 

Son  of  the  Light,  to  kindle  and  to  gleam, 
I  open  till  the  splendors  make  their  stand. 

My  thoughts  are  in  the  swift  and  steady  stream 
Of  the  Divine  Forth-giving  for  command. 

God  is  in  all  my  powers ;  those  powers  are  in  the  land, 
vlO 
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CLIV. 

"  I  am  fed  full  in  what  I  have  to  do ; 

The  lifting  of  the  load  is  my  vocation ; 
Shaping  of  order  as  one  fits  a  shoe ; 

Leading  the  stream  of  joys  in  adoration; 

Embosoming  a  kindness  in  a  nation ; 
Twining  a  royalty  to  each  man's  thought ; 

Standing,  as  you  behold  me,  in  a  station 
Where  the  beginnings  of  the  gifts  are  wrought : — 
The  futures  unforeseen ; — not  for  myself  I  fought. 

CLV. 

"  I  knew  not  of  the  growing,  till  it  grew : 

I  knew  not  of  the  doing,  till  I  did. 
I  crept,  I  ran,  I  combated, — I  flew 

From  time's  deep  chasm  through  its  pyramid. 

I  never  claimed  but  as  my  service  bid. — 
Heaven,  earth  or  hell, — in  either  I  was  glad ; 

Opening  the  treasure-mine  or  coffin-lid ; 
Giving  each  day  the  best  of  all  I  had, 
And  by  the  common  grief  as  with  a  mantle  clad." 

CLVI. 

Keplied  the  wise  man,  'I  was  made  right-great 

With  but  the  peaceful  effort :  here  I  grew, 
Tended  by  ladies  kind  and  delicate, 

Feeding  my  young  life  all  with  honey-dew. 

By  night  the  Mother-Orb  shone  full  to  view ; 
Father  for  morning-time  enriched  the  east ; 

My  infant  hours  in  earthland  were  but  few ; 
I  only  thought  of  joys,  that  they  increased  ; 
Of  powers,  that  ever  here  they  fashioned  and  released, 
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CLVIL 

1 1  grew,  as  one  might  say,  a  blossomed  kiss, 

Life-fashioned  on  a  Lady's  lips  divine  : 
My  home  was  on  the  rounded  hills  of  bliss : 

Through  my  soft  flesh  her  ardent  lustres  shine, 

And  I  have  fed  but  of  her  milk  and  wine. 
Forgotten  all  where  infancy  began, 

I  worship  where  the  cross  makes  passion-sign : 
My  thought  is  compassed  by  its  service-plan : 
My  heart  is  in  its  home ;  its  home  is  Lilistan. 

CLVIII. 

'  Yet  there  is  much  that  I  desire  to  know, 

And  still  is  more  that  I  desire  to  serve. 
A  two-one  kiss  did  I  enafter  grow, 

Fashioned  upon  the  lovely  lips  that  curve 

For  the  land's  order  and  its  vigors  nerve  : 
The  Cupids  and  their  Psyches  give  sweet  talk ; 

The  Champions  teach  us  wisely  to  observe. 

I  was  a  kiss-flower ;  now  I  am  a  stalk, 
Lifting  for  lady-worth ;  set  in  the  People's  walk. 

CLIX. 

I 1  grew,  still  grow :  the  skies  weave  larger  clearness ; 
The  nights  diffuse  more  exquisite  to  sense : 

The  land's  warm  worth  draws  more  into  my  nearness : 

Into  my  veins  the  lady-floods  condense 

More  copiously,  and  the  realm's  expense 
Is  lavished  more  upon  me.     See,  I  bear 

A  gift-badge  from  the  kingdom's  opulence, 
As  being  wrought  to  serve  in  labor-care, 
Folding  a  kitchen-girl  within  my  arms,  right-fair. 
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CLX. 

'  She  clasped  me  in  a  cradle  of  devotion  ; 

As  you  might  say,  '  a  two-year  old  from  space/ 
Do  I  remember?  yea,  I  caught  a  motion 

To  sleep  and  wake  :  I  call  her  <  Pearl-of-Grace.' 

The  mothers  placed  us  sleeping,  face  to  face ; 
And  I  would  waken  from  that  small  entwining, 

To  warm  and  lighten  when  the  sun  made  trace 
Upon  my  bosom,  till  I  rose  for  shining, 
To  lead  the  little  maid  upon  my  care  reclining. 

CLXI. 

But  we  met  afterward  in  Childland,  playing 
In  gardens  where  the  small  child-river  shone, 

And  she  would  give  me  posies  from  the  maying, 
And  I  gave  pearly  shells  and  many  a  stone, 
Found  where  the  sparkling  waves  had  overflown ; 

So  we  changed  gifts  in  many-wise  together : 
And  I  was  not  alone  when  most  alone : 

I  thought  of  her,  and  that  led  shining  weather. 

To  love-birds,  as  we  are,  sport  comes  as  soon  as  feather. 

CLXIL 

'When  I  was  six  I  felt  almost  a  man, 

As  you  say  '  man ' :  I  burned  with  an  ambition 
To  know  the  mysteries  of  pot  and  pan  : 

My  gift  was  flavor  in  that  small  condition ; 

My  thought,  how  food  should  be  in  its  fruition 
Made  palatable,  virtuous,  kind  and  nice. 

To  serve  in  food-gift  opened  to  my  vision  : 
The  People's  wisdom  wrought  a  strong  device  : 
'Twas  said, '  he  is  a  cook ; '  then  warmed  my  breath  for  spice. 
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CLXIII. 

'One  day  the  Majesty's  chief  kitchener, 

A  Peeress  with  red  sun-flowers  in  her  gown, 
Came  to  the  cook-school,  and  she  did  prefer 

My  smallness  for  the  service  of  the  crown. 

So  I  was  brought  from  Education  Town, 
And  in  the  kitchen  found  my  gift  of  feeling  : 

The  fruits  would  come  to  me,  all  outly  shewn, 
And  draw  into  my  hands,  their  sweets  revealing ; — • 
The  apples  and  the  plums  out  of  the  baskets  wheeling. 

CLXIV. 

'  'Kiss-boy,  dear  kiss-boy/  called  they  me  for  pleasure : 

The  speckled  melon-balls  rolled  in  my  arms, 
And  I  knew  how  their  bellies  to  distreasure ; 

For  I  would  save  the  germinants  from  harms : 

Therefore  their  animates  felt  no  alarms, 
But  gave  themselves  spontaneous  to  my  skill. 

I  opened  up  from  this  to  many  charms, 
And  grew  to  serve  the  Majesty,  until 
I  was  declared  a  Cook,  formed  in  the  People's  will. 

CLXV. 

'Then  I  became  a  chevalier;  a  rider: 

There  was  a 'little  horse  and  he  had  wings. 
So  often,  by  command  of  the  Provider, 

In  my  green  coat  and  crimson  habitings, 

I  would  for  pleasure  trace  the  gardenings 
And  gather  fruits  from  many  a  wealthy  tree : 

The  fruits  would  whirl,  all  centering,  rings  by  rings, 
Drawn  to  the  sense  of  my  community : 
Hence  '  Rich-for-gift,'  a  name  of  newness  grew  to  me. 
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CLXVI. 

1 1  had  a  genius  for  the  art  of  style, 

And  saw  how  tables  should  be  decorated, 

That  the  Queen's  court  might  meet  the  service-smile. 
The  plates  and  cups  at  last  my  whirl  awaited. — 
I  was  not  perfect,  some  my  motions  cheated 

Until  I  smelt  a  breath  of  violet. 

This  fragrance  with  my  breathing  spicery  mated, 

A  double  motion  therefore  to  beget : 

The  tables  thence  would  grow  as  by  the  Mystery  set. 

CLXVII. 

'One  time,  'twas  in  the  ripe  and  rich  mid-summer, 
The  Marshal  said,  'Young  Sir,  I  make  arrest. 

You  are  to  be  imprisoned  in  a  comer. 

The  Majesty  scents  violets  in  your  breast.' 
That  strong  one  caught  me,  in  his  arms  possest, 

Saying,  '  Young  pomegranate,  nigh-ripe  you  are : 
'Tis  fit  your  animates  should  be  confest. 

Enter  my  chariot ;  'tis  a  ride  afar : 

The  ladies  of  the  Queen  in  Lilimola  star.' 

CLXVIII. 

'  Into  the  valley  of  the  blissful  waters 

I  had  not  been ;  my  thought  had  never  dared. 
One  must  not  think  by  sense  to  the  Land's  daughters, 

Till  by  the  ripened  virtues  well  prepared. 

Inly  I  loved,  but  outerly  I  cared, 
And  held  my  form  in  silent  preparation ; 

Never  so  much  as  in  a  breath-wish  aired, 
But  all  indrawn  to  God  by  adoration. 
By  righteousness  within  I  held  the  elevation. 
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CLXIX. 

1  Through  the  immortal  gates  the  chariot  entered : 

The  road-way  did  by  melodies  unfold : 
My  being  in  the  mystery  concentered ; 

I  was  not  fearful,  but  I  was  not  bold. 

Over  a  shining  arch  the  chariot  rolled : 
I  breathed  the  life-airs  of  the  lady-river. 

The  atmosphere  broke  all  to  lilied  gold : 
My  inness  opened  as  a  plant  might  quiver ; 
No  more  to  be  in  bud,  but  bloom  and  fruit  forever. 

CLXX. 

'  So  I  was  gathered  in  to  the  arrest : 

The  Psyche  came, — the  priestess, — and  she  said, 
'Come  thou  with  me  into  the  Pleasure-quest; 

There  is  a  flower  within,  all  white  and  red ; 

A  little  flower,  budded  but  not  dispread. 
If  thou  canst  find  that  flower,  the  Holy  Queen 

Bestoweth  it  on  thee,  to  make  thy  bed 
Even  as  this  dewy  lawn,  kept  smoothly  clean 
For  overshadowing  spice  and  violets  between/ 

CLXXI. 

'Then  she  made  whirl,  and  from  it  I  took  whirl 

And  entered  to  the  Pleasuring ;  but  there 
Shone  the  Queen's  Majesty,  with  knight  and  earl 

And  peeresses  of  ladyhoods  most  fair, 

And  cupids  and  their  psyches,  pair  and  pair. 
So  I  moved  on  amid  them,  and  I  kissed 

For  my  delight  the  velvet  lips  of  air, 
Till  the  Queen  oped  a  breath  wherein  I  blissed. 
All  motions  own  the  Queen :  none  ever  make  resist, 
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CLXXIL 

'  So  from  my  motioning  I  stood  quite  still. 

The  motion  of  the  Majesty  embraced  me, 
And  whirled  me  gently  far,  to  where  a  hill 

That  seemed  built  all  of  difficulties  faced  me. 

The  worthy  splendors  of  that  mount  amazed  me ; 
'Twas  like  a  sitting  lady  in  full  dress. 

I  knelt ;  as  in  that  attitude  I  placed  me, 
Methought  the  hill  stooped  by  a  loveliness ; 
Then  drew  me  to  its  breast  by  motions  in  caress. 

CLXXIIL 

'  I  slid  into  a  soft  and  shaded  hollow, 

As  if  it  lay  between  two  hills  of  snow, 
And  that  which  unto  me  did  after  follow 

Thou  knowest,  but  my  speech  may  never  shew. 

'Twas  a  bethrothal  bower  in  Lilimo'. 
There  the  child-princess  of  mine  infant  years 

Vision ed  upon  me  through  a  radiant  glow, 
Sparkling  as  morning's  fire  in  morning's  tears. 
My  thoughts  prest  through  my  side ;  they  prest  as  pointed 
spears. 

CLXXIV. 

'  A  youth  no  more, — a  man ; — I  made  obeisance : 

A  sense  of  knighthood  overcrowned  the  rest. 
1  Since  we  are  met  together  in  this  pleasance, 

I  said,  '  sweet  lady,  take  of  me  the  best  ; 

Henceforth  I  live  and  serve  for  your  behest : 
Girl  of  the  People,  touch  my  gartered  knee.' 

She  bared  to  elbow,  and,  with  smile  confest, 
Gave  so  the  knee-touch,  full  and  maidenly. 
Then  the  betrothal  bread  formed  on  the  lips  to  me. 
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*  A  wafer  of  the  holy  sacrament, 

And  this  we  shared  together,  till  One  said, 
'  Behold  each  other  by  a  full  intent.' 

Then  from  Her  lips  the  sacred  wine  was  shed, 

From  Savior-life  distilling  :  it  dispread 
Through  all  my  veins  and  rose  to  overflowing  : 

It  made  my  being  as  a  river-bed  : 
A  ring  was  on  my  finger  for  bestowing, 
And  on  her  breast  a  cross,  such  as  on  thine  gives  shewing. 

CLXXVI. 

'  The  whirl,  the  whirl  !  it  lifted  us  together, 

As  two  blithe,  sportive  children  of  the  breeze  : 
So  hand-in-hand  we  pierced  the  glowing  ether 

And  dropped  adown  below  the  stately  trees. 

One  said,  'Behold,  there  come  the  honey-bees:' 
In  the  Queen's  gardens  were  we,  all  aglow. 

So  we  were  led  into  the  way  of  ease, 
As  a  betrothed  pair:  the  joys  gave  flow; 
The  white  down  left  my  chin  ;  gold-red  began  to  shew/ 

13. 

NATURE     FLUCTUANT. 

Nature  is  hungry  for  a  new  mankind, 
But  full  of  whimseys  as  an  ancient  maid. 
At  times  she  almost  sucks  her  breaths  adown, 
Drawing  the  occult  vapor-belt  below 
The  level  of  man's  customed  breathing  force  ; 
Then,  tiring  of  the  effort,  she  upcasts 
vll 
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Nearly  to  open  of  her  mystery, 
Till  one  might  think  the  gates  were  nigh  ajar, 
And  that  she  meant  full  and  submissively 
To  meet  the  Over-Soul  and  call  it  in. — 

To-morrow  dawns  and  she  is  hard  and  fast ; 

Pressing  to  hold  the  outward  in  its  form ; 

Serving  the  baseness  of  the  egoist ; 

Leading  the  animal  forces  through  man's  veins ; 

Delighting  in  the  boundless  subterfuge, 

And  putting  man  against  his  fellow  man ; 

Yet  conscious,  meanwhile,  that  she  but  delays 

And  must  be  led  to  a  finality. 

'Tis  thus  I  seek  to  tell,  while  Nature  sets 

A  force  against  my  shadow-form,  and  seeks 

To  steal  its  imageries  and  make  them  hers. — 

Frail  shadow,  I  behold  it  quivering 

As  wrought  of  vapor,  leaves  touched  by  the  frost, 

Waiting  till  the  autumnal  winds  have  blown. 


CLXXVII. 

To  act,  to  act,  and  still  to  play  a  part ; 

To  shew  a  presence  where  I  have  it  not ; 
To  serve  Earth's  pageant  by  a  mimic  art ; 

To  set  the  Word's  warm  likeness  in  a  blot ; 

To  wear  a  se.mblance  that  is  half  forgot ; 
To  fold  the  powers,  made  for  imperial  sway, 

All  in  the  compass  of  the  captive's  lot ; 
To  quicken  on  where  mortals  most  decay : — 
An  end  must  gome  to  this ;  it  cannot  long  delay, 
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CLXXVIII. 

Such  words  are  writ  to  keep  the  frame  alive ; 

To  hold  the  labor-shape  from  vanishing, 
I  press  into  that  image  to  ungyve 

The  close-chained  senses  from  their  cruel  ring, 

Torpor,  still  torpor,  hours  of  darkness  wing ; 
Nature  flows  on  me  with  a  flood  of  fears : 

Bewildering  apparitions  crowd ;  they  bring 
Pains  that  pierce  deeper  than  the  pointed  spears, 
And  breath  is  almost  spent  ere  the  white  dawn  appears. 

CLXXIX. 

Nature  is  in  her  savage  alternation ; 

She  forces  in  the  colds  that  vaporize. 
From  the  adulterous,  evil  generation 

She  leads  a  raging  agony,  that  dries 

The  essence  of  the  blood :  her  scents  arise 
Like  odors  of  the  death-chamber :  she  weaves 

A  whirl  of  microcosmic  cruelties : 
The  weary  night  the  morn  of  strength  bereaves ; 
Yet  in  the  rising  grief  Nature  relents  and  grieves. 

CLXXX. 

'  Love  made  me/  Dante  saw  that  evil  scripture 

Traced  to  his  fancy  in  hell's  aged  wall. 
'  God  made  me'  is  not  traced  in  Nature's  texture : 

God  did  not  fashion  naturehood  at  all. — 

The  words  are  written ;  I  will  not  recall. 
Nature  is  an  inversive  mirroring. 

Stand  firm,  thou  shade,  midst  terrors  that  appall. — 
The  reflex-force  uplifts  by  form  to  bring 
The  nature-world  to  birth :  the  time-geist  thus  makes  wing. 
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CLXXXI. 

Nature  is  in  a  system  of  reactions. — 

The  world  is  dark  wherein  I  would  reveal. — 

Nature  grows  on  by  gradual  impactions, 
Advancing  from  the  forms  that  cannot  feel 
Through  rounds  on  rounds  of  the  ascensive  wheel. 

Nature  reflects  a  splendor  not  her  own : 

Her  vaporous  hands  the  Word's  diffusion  steal. 

Sweet  odors,  from  the  Word-world  widely  blown, 

She  weaves  into  her  lines,  then  claims  them  hers  alone. 

CLXXXIL 

Nature  is  universal  simulation, 

Grown  not  from  force,  but  from  return  of  force : 
She  wreathes  her  forms  by  endless  imitation. 

Nature  is  vacuum,  seeking  to  immerse : 

She  is  wrought  all  of  fantasms  that  disperse  : 
All  there  is  of  her  is  but  hollowness ; 

Yet,  mirrored  in  her  seeming  universe, 
The  Word  a  likeness  makes  that  would  express ; 
Weaving  through  nature's  form  its  Being  to  egress. 

CLXXXIII. 

I  scarce  have  spoken,  none  of  men  have  spoken. 

As  a  man  thiiiketh  so  is  he :  the  train 
Of  Nature's  imagery  forms  an  unbroken 

Series  of  motions,  thinking  so  to  gain 

A  style  that  simulates  the  one-in-twain. 
No  real  life  is  in  this  moving  whirl, 

But  life  by  an  illusion,  frail  and  vain  : 
The  vapor-clouds  that  twine  the  senses  curl ; 
Thought  in  the  atoms  thinks :  the  sensories  unfurl. 
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CLXXXIV. 

So,  this  blind  spacial  Nature  is  a  maze 

Of  motions,  wielding  thought  by  a  sensation, 
And  every  spherule  of  the  gliding  daze 

Holds  thought,  and  thought  with  thought  makes  copu- 
lation : 

One  universal  play  of  generation 
Rears  life  on  all  the  protoplastic  shores. 

From  death,  in  death,  to  death  moves  this  creation, 
Save  as  the  Word-life  by  a  virtue  pours, 
With  motionings  of  powers  to  build  upon  its  floors. 

CLXXXV. 

Nature  annihilates,  for  she  is  naught : 

Her  seemings  to  their  emptiness  return  : 
Nirvana  is  the  boundary  of  thought : 

All  nature-subjects  for  nirvana  yearn  : 

Nature  is  wrought  of  feverish  flames,  that  burn 
Till  the  outflowing  energies  release. 

This  the  last  lesson  Nature's  offspring  learn, 
Pain  ends  not  save  as  organisms  cease : 
Pain  dies  with  will  to  live ;  oblivion  maketh  peace. 

CLXXXVI. 

This  is  the  scripture  of  deliverance, 

That  Nature's  archives  evermore  disclose. 
This  is  the  faith  that  forms  to  countenance 

Through  the  orb's  ages ;  making  for  the  close. 

'Tis  Nature's  lullaby,  'Hush,  child,  repose.' 
Nature  is  lullaby,  but  alternates : 

She  hath  her  ebbings  and  her  overflows. 
'Tis  evolution  now,  and  she  creates ; 
Then  sleeps  and  dreams  and  dies ;  extinction  on  her  waits. 
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CLXXXVII. 

So  Nature  thinks,  save  as  the  Word  thinks  in  her, 

And  this  is  Nature's  final  testament. 
She  is  a  shadow,  daily  growing  thinner ; 

Word-life  alone  makes  her  seem  opulent. 

My  shadow-form  is  couched  within  her  tent  : 
Like  an  inverted  angel  by  my  bed, 

She  struggles  with  me  to  the  last  event. 
She  simulates  from  all  the  Word  hath  said. 
Because  she  is  a  death,  she  wills  that  I  were  dead. 

CLXXXVIII. 

I  might  have  patterned  for  the  nature-seed 

And  pushed  the  Word  out  of  my  formed  existence. 

The  bubble  ego  might  have  grown  indeed, 

To  make  a  death-in-life  that  feigned  persistence : 
I  press  on  Nature  by  this  firm  insistance. 

Go  to :  the  fool  saith  that  there  is  no  God. — 
How  vanishes  the  time-world  into  distance. 

The  Lord,  He  is  my  rock ;  He  is  my  rod. 

Nature  is  but  my  shoe ;  wherewith  the  feet  are  shod ; 

CLXXXIX. 

Whereby  I  press  to  the  extremest  labor. — 

Nature  is  an  inanimate ;  a  wheel ; 
A  reflex  force  that  would  my  life  beneighbor, 

And  think  in  me ;  but  by  the  thought  I  feel. 

It  is  the  Word-life  that  she  would  repeal, 
Then  dash  me  down  among  her  broken  shards. 

All  that  I  know  she  would  from  men  conceal. 
Ever  the  Word  Incarnate  she  discards  : 
She  rules  the  commonplace,  but  scorns  and  smites  the  bards. 
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CXC. 

Nature  is  but  an  animal  intention, 

Grown  up  to  seeming  reason  in.  mankind  : 

She  is  a  form  of  finites  in  dimension. 
The  Infinite  in  her  I  would  unbind, 
And  set  the  Word-breath  to  oppose  her  wind. 

Nature  is  an  illusion  of  the  soul : 
I  penetrate  her  labyrinths,  to  find 

Cells  within  cells  that  make  a  specious  whole. 

They  signify  of  naught, — the  sounds  that  from  her  roll. 

CXCI. 

Come,  thou  Great  Nothing,  work  thy  miracle,, 

And,  if  thy  bubble  burst  me,  make  an  end. 
I  summon  thee  by  the  Last  Name ;  I  will : 

I  dare  thee  to  the  shewing,  fiend  or  friend  : 

If  thou  wilt  enter  me  thou  shalt  ascend. 
Dost  strive  with  me  ?  come  then,  let  us  compete. 

Thou  shalt  walk  with  me,  whither  I  intend. 
Since  thou  wouldst  thus  be  motioned  in  my  feet, 
Come,  let  us  rise  to  God  and  find  the  judgment  seat. 


CXCII. 

A  kindly  woman,  but  with  ruptured  brain, 

Came  to  my  earth-place :  Nature  whirled  through  her, 

Breaking  the  context  of  the  lady-chain  ; 
So  leading  in,  by  many  a  follower, 
The  vaporous  wraiths  from  her  dim  realm  astir, 

To  make  a  ghost  dance  on  our  social  floors. 
That  magic  foe  whom  I  name  'Lucifer' 

Projected  images  of  thieves  and  whores  : 

They  wrought  into  the  wraiths ;  they  rose  upon  thq  shores. 
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CXCIIL 

The  outer  harmony  wherein  I  stand 

Was  shaken  till  'twas  breaking  as  a  mist. 
I  formed  the  word-staff  in  the  lady-wandr 

And  in  my  shade-form  labored  to  resist. 

Nature  rose  on  me,  darkened  and  abyssed  : 
The  vast  negations  of  her  thought  met  mine  : 

It  seemed  she  made  a  fire,  whence  dragons  hissed, 
By  the  dread  power  that  weaves  the  uiidivine ; 
Through  woman's  broken  brain  wound  as  the  serpent's  twine. 

CXCIV. 

But  this  last  combating  epitomizes 

The  struggle  of  a  life-time :  it  lays  bare 
The  Power  that  aye  mankind  unparadises, 

And  spins  adulteries  that  defile  the  air, 

And  for  Earth's  bride-bed  shape  the  couch,  despair, 
And  the  bride's  lovelinesses  disarray ; 

Changes  the  labor-joy  to  sorrow-care ; 
And  lifts  the  serpentine  to  make  a  play, 
And  generate  for  seed  in  woman's  form  alway. 

cxcv. 

Nature  is  evil, — not  as  humanly ; 

But  evil  from  her  play  of  reflex  force, 
Not  ordered  yet,  unsubject  to  the  sway 

That  the  Arch-Word  leads  to  her  universe. 

Nature  is  subject  to  a  law  of  curse, 
Not  in  herself,  but  as  opposed  to  man 

Who  seeks  his  breathing  being  to  immerse 
In  atmospheres  that  from  the  Word  began ; 
Striving  in  God  to  be,  to  will  and  think  and  plan, 
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CXCVI. 

When  primal  force  in  reflex  force  makes  head, 

Makes  heart,  makes  body,  leads  the  word-germ  forth, 

Seeks,  motionly,  through  Nature  to  dispread, 
Conquers  her  energies  to  serve  God's  worth, — 
This  truth,  perforce,  in  vagueness  finds  a  birth, — 

Nature  is  led  to  the  transposive  line ; 
The  labor-wail  lifts  into  social  mirth ; 

Her  serpents  from  their  imagery  untwine ; 

The  Word  is  in  the  world,  and  life  wrought  new,  divine. 


CXCVIL 

Out  of  the  conquests  of  the  dreadful  night 

I  lead  the  passion-music  of  the  day  ; 
The  shade-form,  re-illumined,  wears  a  bright 

Gold-crimson  aureole,  as  the  morn  of  may. 

Blithe  summering's  are  in  the  words  that  say ; 
The  heart  grows  full  for  exquisite  o'erflowing ; 

Hope  mingles  with  fruition  for  the  lay ; 
The  Word-form  in  the  shade-form  stoops  for  showing, 
The  joy  of  Lilistan  by  living  gifts  bestowing. 

CXCVIIL 

Into  the  motions  of  the  Nature-wheel, 

Till  she  submit,  I  press,  I  penetrate : 
The  Word-wrought  Freedom  shall  the  force  repeal 

That  binds  the  planet  in  the  nature-fate. 

'  I  will  be  precious  and  infloriate,' 
Sang  Issa,  touching  by  the  queenly  hand. 

'We  shall  be  glad  together  in  the  state 
That  weaves  for  blessing  o'er  the  broken  land : 
From  Nature's  knee  full  soon  the  gartered  mights  disband, 
v!2 
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CXCIX. 

'  The  Word-force  labors  in  the  planet's  deeps ; 

It  glows  and  scintillates  above  the  hights : 
Tis  in  the  pain  where  noble  sorrow  weeps : 

Tis  in  the  strife  where  worthy  battle  fights. 

Contact,  still  contact ; — God  with  man  unites.' 
Around  my  waist  I  felt  a  kissing  arm. — 

The  service-joy  of  Lilistan  invites. 
I  leave  the  earth-toil,  wrought  in  such  alarm. — 
One  said,  'Behold,  0  king;  be  to  us  now  for  charm.' 


CC. 

I  entered  thence  a  holy  sanctuary, 

Lit  from  a  splendid  oriel  in  the  east, 
Open  and  large  and  delicate  and  airy. 

My  faculties  from  shadow  were  increased. 

It  was  as  if  the  weary  world  deceased. 
The  music  of  a  thousand  flutes  made  fall. 

A  thousand  ladies  from  their  loves  released 
The  melodies  of  worshipings  in  call. — 
A  priestly  Cupid  rose :  I  thrilled  into  the  ball. 

CCI. 

He  wore  gold  raiment  of  the  knightliness 

And  over  it  a  robe  of  lady-pleasure. 
His  sacred  Psyche,  the  sweet  ministress, 

Withdrew  a  vail :  the  altar  shewed  its  treasure  : 

Two  naked  babes  shone  there,  wrought  as  to  measure 
The  Bridal  Word,  revealed  by  Infancy. 

They  stood  as  on  an  orb  of  heavenly  azure, 
A  theorem  of  what  Earth's  globe  shall  be. 
Their  shapes  by  form  in  form  were  Love  in  Victory. 
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CCII. 

But,  when  the  Infants  from  their  style  infolded, 

A  cross,  all  violet  and  silver,  stood 
Upon  the  orb,  and  in  it  they  were  molded 

To  loveliness  of  Youth  and  Maidenhood ; — 

Vision  that  lit  the  brain  and  fired  the  blood. 
The  Lovers  rose ;  the  cross  diffused  to  flowers : 

Then  the  Man-Truth,  wrought  in  the  Woman-Good, 
Breathed  airs  of  love's-delight  for  blissful  dowers ; 
The  blossomed  cups  they  filled  to  flow  in  odorous  showers. 

com. 

The  perfume  that  is  named  '  sanctification' 

Thence  by  sweet  mystery  through  the  bosom  grew. 
There  was  a  pause  for  silent  adoration : 

The  ladyhoods  rose  then  by  feet  that  flew, 

Diffusing  airs  of  satisfaction-dewT, 
Tracing  the  pathways  of  the  Mother's  round. 

The  knighthoods  led  their  thousand,  and  they  drew 
By  motionings  of  righteousness  profound, 
Till  holiness  made  space ;  the  People's  wreath  was  bound. 

CCIV. 

They  formed  a  dance  of  victory: — one  spake, 
'Come,  let  us  worship!'  then  my  steps  were  led 

To  the  low  entrance  that  is  called  'Forsake.' 
A  joy  rose  through  my  feet,  that  fed  and  fed 
As  with  young  bud-life  from  the  violet  bed : 

Then  adoration  thrilled  from  vein  to  vein : 
Methought  an  odor-sense  from  motion  sped ; 

I  entered  ladyhood  by  chain-in-chain, 

Touching  from  bliss  to  bliss. — Behold,  my  hands  made  stain ! 
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CCV.    , 

For  now  the  shame  of  Earth's  long  martyrdom, 

Unspoken  anguish  of  life's  crucifying, 
Loosed  by  the  holy  thrill  grew  forth  and  clomb, 

Making  a  Savior-show,  by  touch  implying, 

Until  a  sound  as  of  the  Heavens  in  sighing 
Trembled  upon  the  stillness  of  hushed  air. 

Methought  my  entrance  brought  a  sense  of  dying : 
But  lo !  the  sense  of  resurrection  there 
Grew  through  the  Savior-pain,  its  presence  to  declare. 

CCVI. 

And  now  the  altar  shewed  another  sight : 

A  Presence  like  the  Lady  of  the  Flood, 
Clad  all  in  woven  billows  of  delight, 

On  the  revolving  orb,  now  emerald,  stood : 

Then,  all  in  worship,  lifted  ladyhood 
Made  praises  in  the  music  of  the  sea : 

It  seemed  that  human  waves  by  multitude 
Wrought  liquid  atmospheres,  all  melody. 
A  shore-song  from  the  knights  set  the  swift  motion  free. 

CCVII. 

And  there  was  formed  as  'twere  a  Passion-throne : 

It  seemed  Lord-Lady  in  that  sacred  host 
By  a  magnificence  of  presence  shone, 

From  innermost  illumed  to  outermost. 

The  bridal  presence  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
In  each  one-twain,  in  all  one-twains  as  one, 

Made  of  their  common  wreath  a  love-bound  coast  : 
Clad  in  the  Holy  Ghost  they  wove,  they  spun : 
The  lady-hands  wrought  fast  till  new  attire  was  won. 
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Each  wore  the  colors  of  his  Lady-Love, 

And  all  her  loves  for  jeweled  lights  between : 
Now  one  who  bore  a  Word-staff  with  a  dove 

Touched  by  his  staff :  my  staff  made  overlean. 

The  staffs  gave  play :  the  word-wand  of  the  queen 
Drew  forth  and  fashioned  through  that  rod,  my  own. 

'Twas  a  strange  sight  in  worship  to  be  seen : 
We  stood  therein  for  combat,  all  alone, 
Till  the  knight  cried,  'Enough!   my  strengths  are  over- 
thrown.' 

CCIX. 

It  was  the  realm's  Arch-Combatant,  the  knight 

In  whom  the  People's  powers  their  force  beget. 
To  his  sweet  smile  my  heart  made  full  requite. 

'Neath  the  gold  helm  his  brow  stood  silver-wet. 

He  kissed  me  deeply,  to  the  violet 
Starred  in  my  foot-sole  for  a  symbol  there. 

I  clasped  him  by  the  hand,  that  trembled  yet, 
For  he  was  shaken  as  by  war-in-prayer. 
His  hand  he  reached  far  down  to  clasp  the  instep  bare. 

ccx. 

I  rose  for  that  new  touch,  conducted  thence 

To  a  small  vestry  where  a  little  maid 
Brought  a  rich  robe  of  rest-in-eminence : 

So  from  the  combat  I  was  re-arrayed. 

Meanwhile  within  delightsome  music  played 
Until  there  came  a  sound  of  opening  doors. 

The  lady  priestess  entered  and  she  bade 
By  loveliness,  to  call  me  to  the  floors 
Where  ladyhood  in  rest  her  private  life  restores. 
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CCXI. 

"This  is  strange  worship,  strangely  sweet,"  I  said ; 

"Worship  that  rises  to  the  battle-ring." 
She  answered,  'Now  your  vigor  flameth  red. 

What  is  the  kingdom  without  offering  ? 

Tis  the  full  strength,  led  up  to  measuring. 
He  who  o'ercometh  must  inherit  all. 

Our  ladyhoods  wrought  force-in-sorrowing, 
Till  the  arch-captain  met  you  by  his  call. 
Be  sure  he  did  his  best  for  you  to  make  a  fall. 

CCXIL 

1  Did  not  our  Lord  make  small  to  your  dimension 

That  you  might  wrestle  with  Him  for  the  mights ; 
So  leading  forth  the  powers  to  full  intention  ? 

Our  worship  in  the  Savior-march  unites. 

Our  ladies  oft  to  combat  call  the  knights, 
Till  in  the  force-play  unborn  gifts  arise. 

But  now  my  kiss-thought  in  your  bosom  smites. 
Your  battle-glance  flames  now  in  Ailion's  eyes : 
He  led  the  kingdom's  powers,  in  you  to  victorize. 

CCXIII. 

'What  is  the  use  of  worship?  what  the  use 

Of  prayer  and  sermon,  dance  and  sacrament  ? 
They  summon  God  in  man,  that  He  may  loose 

Embattled  war-songs  through  the  instrument ; 

Vigors  for  gifts  that  anake  a  full  consent. — 
Be  strong  now  in  the  knees  and  come  with  me. 

She  whom  thou  lovest  hath  a  little  tent 
Pitched  where  our  bowerings  weave  privacy : 
She  is  a  nurse-wife  there,  with  babes  upon  her  knee. 
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CCXIV. 

Issa  said,  '  Faithful,  so  I  named  below. 

Be  Faithful  here  :  see  how  I  leave  the  gold, 
And  hold  my  looks  as  those  that  babies  know, 

When  they  are  nursed  where  earthly  shades  enfold. 

I  drew  these  love-babes  from  that  realm  of  cold ; 
This  bosom  for  their  mothering  is  made. 

Thou  seest  now  why  oft  I  seemed  so  old. 
I  form  for  toil  below  by  shade  on  shade. 
'  Faithful,'  she  said  again,  '  sweet  is  the  mother's  trade. 

ccxv. 

'  I  have  a  nursery  of  these  small  folk  : 

See  how  they  pudge  me  with  each  dimpled  fist ; — 
Young  adepts,  who  my  occult  world  evoke 

And  find  the  nectar  whence  the  lips  are  blissed. 

Old  wife,  young  girl,  my  lips  through  labor  kissed : 
My  bosom  hath  the  People's  childhood  fed. 

No  service  hath  my  flowing  vigors  missed ; 
In  my  blithe  arms  old  age  may  leave  the  bed, 
Wrought  as  a  maiden  flower,  full  blossoming  to  wed. 

CCXVI. 

'  Faithful,  'twas  good  that  you  were  called  '  accurst/ 

And  led  through  avenues  of  time's  disgrace. 
'Twas  better  that  you  served  to  meet  the  worst 

And  found  a  death  in  almost  every  face ; 

For  else  the  hollow  praises  of  the  race 
Had  urged  the  planet's  withered,  craving  hordes, 

Consuming  by  their  touch  the  form  of  space, 
Made  but  an  actor  on  the  service  boards. — 
Wisely  for  you  was  planned  the  archway  of  the  swords,' 
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CCXVII. 

I  sought  to  lift  the  babe.     She  said,  'No,  please. 
I  nurse  these  babes  to  set  the  nectar  flowing 

In  other  ladies,  whom  I  thrill  for  glees. 
My  breasts  are  full  for  motherly  bestowing, 
Through  many  rounded  bosoms  ripely  shewing : 

But  this  again  makes  ardors  in  the  knights. 

0  man,  thou  man,  there  is  a  world  of  knowing 
That  waits  to  open  for  thee  by  delights. 

Vail  within  vail  Love  folds,  hiding  while  she  invites. 

CCXVIIL 

'Now  I  will  make  a  little  change  of  dress ; 

For  see !  the  babes  are  full  and  they  would  sleep.'— 
She  came  anew,  sacred  in  loveliness, 

All  in  a  blossom  of  embroideries  deep. 

Her  beauty  rose  like  an  embattled  steep 
O'er  some  proud  city  of  the  Violet  Land. 

The  tears  drew  to  mine  eyes,  I  could  but  weep. 
'Faithful/  she  said,  'here  is  thy  love-girl's  hand: 
Not  less  am  I  thy  own,  wrought  in  the  People's  band. 

CCXIX. 

'  Not  less  art  thou  full  mine,  to  give,  yet  own 
By  such  sweet  givings  more  eternally  : 

Sweetly  the  violets  blossom  to  the  throne. 
Open  thine  eyes  a  little  into  me : 

1  am  the  Innocent  Simplicity. 

Here  do  I  queen  it  ?  yet  I  mate  and  mate  : 

I  am  thy  dove ;  thou  art  my  marriage  tree. 
My  wifehood  in  thee  holds  her  bridal  state ; 
And  still  thou  art  my  door,  and  still  I  am  thy  gate. 
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ccxx. 

'  Faithful/  she  said,  '  a  little  longer  pause 

The  mystery  of  my  being  is  thy  own. 
Sometimes  a  vail  from  my  deep  mind  withdraws, 

Then  Issa-Lily  for  my  name  is  known : 

Thence  I  weave  forms,  made  truly  to  enzone ; 
Thou  knowest  what  the  names  are.     What  thou  art, 

That  I  am  ever, — full  disclosed,  or  shown 
For  some  deep  mystery  of  the  service-part, — 
Flesh  of  thy  bridal  flesh ;  heart  of  thy  married  heart. 

CCXXI. 

'Let  me  be  called  then  'Issa' ;  that  is,  Woman : 

Thou  art  my  Iss ;  that  is,  of  me,  my  man. 
Thou  art  my  fire  ;  I  flood  thee  and  illumine  : 

Nor  do  I  serve  alone  in  Lilistan. 

Prior  to  thine  my  consciousness  began ; 
Then  thy  small  consciousness  in  mine  found  birth. 

I  think  into  past  times,  when  being  ran 
Through  paradises  of  Lord-Lady's  earth. 
My  smallness  holds  a  world  of  work ;  a  world  of  worth.' 

CCXXII. 

She  left  my  sight  a  little ;  then  appeared 

Robed  in  the  style  of  a  Commanderess ; 
But  her  round  belly  showed  as  to  englobe. 

She  lifted  in  a  smiling  saiiitliness ; 

Said,  'So,  yet  not  so:  what  shall  I  confess? 
I  hold  a  psyche,  lost  ere  mortal-born : 

Thus,  by  the  motherhood  in  queenliiiess, 
I  feed  it  from  my  essence  for  its  morn, 
As  matrons  in  the  bell  the  little  ones  adorn. 

vis 
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CCXXIII. 

1  And  so  we  take  the  tiny  avelonies, 

The  blighted  fruits  from  Woman's  earthly  tree, — 
For  they  are  purchased  with  our  bridal  moneys, — 

Until  they  emanate  all  by  a  glee, 

Born  as  the  babes  of  Lilistan  to  be. 
From  Saviorhood  new  gifts  with  ages  follow : 

Feel  how  this  small  unborn  one  thrills  to  thee, 
As  if  thy  presence  lit  her  blossomed  hollow. — 
Are  not  we  two  one-twain  ?  was  not  our  Sire  Apollo  ? 

CCXXIV. 

One  entered,  saying,  l  Lady, — Lady  Sue ! ' 

The  Queen  flashed  forth, — 'Nay,  Lady  Sue  no  more/ 
She  stood  full  bride  before  me,  blossomed  new ; 

Sparkling,  diffusive,  so  as  to  restore, 

By  tremulous  vibrations,  all  the  floor 
Of  my  thrilled  being  to  its  solid  space. 

Drest  for  a  bride-land  festival,  she  bore 
A  casket  filled  with  gifts  that  ladies  grace  : 
She  gave  it  to  the  maid ;  then  turned  with  full  embrace, 

ccxxv. 

And  murmured,  'Here  is  Lily,  girl  again; 

Now  in  the  blissful  bridal  transposition : 
Come  thou  with  me.'     Parted  the  tentery  then ; 

A  summer  palace  opened  to  the  vision, 

A  garden  gay  for  love-land  in  fruition, 
Spanned  by  an  under-sky  of  woven  beams. 

There  images  wrought  in  the  bright  elysian 
As  an  arcadian  landscape ;  sparkling  streams, — 
They  leap,  they  whirl,  they  flow  on  where  a  cataract  gleams, 
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CCXXVI. 

Thus,  overarching  all  that  gay  pavilion, 

Dipping  to  meet  its  fragrance  and  bestow, 
Formed  a  twin  heaven,  alive  as  from  the  million 

Of  gliding  raptures  in  the  lady-glow. 

But  Lily  paused,  then  murmured  deep  and  low, 
'When  I  was  with  thee  in  the  Grafton  hills, 

Iri  thy  soft  flesh  I  wove  a  colored  bow, 
As  from  the  splendor  of  such  glancing  rills. 
Surely  I  did  but  love  and  gift  as  Mother  wills. 

CCXXVII. 

'  Thou  seest,  'tis  Mother,  Mother  everywhere ! 

Skyscape  to  landscape  She  weaves  lovering : 
I  feel  to  Her  full  bosom  in  the  air, 

And  open  to  it  for  the  joys  I  bring, 

Where  ladies  wait  me  in  the  social  ring. 
We  now  are  in  a  walk  of  loveliness, 

And  I  go  on  to  make  a  minist'ring.' — 
The  Bridal  Priestess  touched  by  snowy  dress. 
The  two  led  on  where  stream  and  path  made  interpress. 


CCXXVIII. 

1 1  am  God's  sweetheart/  lisped  a  little  tot, 
A  four-year-old,  who  sat  upon  my  knee, 

'And  He  has  made  a  pretty  wishing-spot.' 
She  touched  her  bosom,  made  a  lift  of  glee  : 
'  I  am  God's  sweetheart  and  He  kisses  me.' — 

Dear  child,  dear  heart  of  tender  blisses  wrought, 
The  blossom  of  her  small  virginity, 

Mysterious,  in  the  lunar  ganglion  fraught, 

Lifted  its  tiny  bud,  for  God-praise  in  the  thought. 
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CCXXIX. 

'  I  am  God's  sweetheart ! '  precious  'twas  to  hear 
From  infant  lips  the  pure  delicious  phrase. 

But  Lily  came :  she  caught  the  smiling  dear 
Into  her  bosom  and  the  babe  made  praise, — 
'Open  my  flower,  God  Sweetheart!  kiss  a  blaze.' 

The  child  grew  rosy  as  the  brilliant  east ; 
Then  kindled  shining  all  with  golden  sprays. 

The  flames  into  my  breast  their  joy  released  : 

I  tasted  of  the  cheer  in  pleasures  well  increased ; 

ccxxx. 

And  then  I  saw  Lord  God  as  Savior-child, 
Filling  the  babe,  boy-infancy  inweaving. 

The  image  in  the  happy  darling  smiled, 
As  bliss-imparting,  yet  as  bliss-receiving. — 
One-Twain  whom  I  adore,  'tis  thus  achieving 

Ye  build  through  infancy's  immortal  coast ! 

From  knowing  grows  the  girl-babe's  warm  believing.- 

Babe  Christa  shone  through  the  child's  innermost : 

The  child  cooed  like  a  dove,  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

CCXXXI. 

I  saw  in  Lily's  eyes  the  love-lights  dancing ; 

She  rhapsodized  into  my  thought ;  she  led 
Processions  of  delights,  by  forms  advancing 

Of  babes  in  babes,  born  from  the  violet  bed. 

"Faithful*  again,  'my  faithfulness,"  she  said, 
'The  Kingdom  in  such  little  ones  is  blest : 

Joy  that  infills  the  realm's  vast  motherhead 
Streams  through  the  infants  to  the  People's  breast, — 
Still  in  embodied  life  the  little  sweethearts  prest. 


STAR-FLOWERS.  101 

CCXXXII. 

'  I  am  God's  sweetheart ! ' — nearer,  clearer  grow 

The  mysteries  that  led  me  from  afar : 
Imperial  to  rule  and  to  bestow, 

They  form  into  my  being,  they  unbar, 

They  nuptialize,  they  overflow,  they  star, 
They  lift,  they  liberate  vast  powers  unknown. 

My  life-shape,  pale  as  wrought  of  milky  spar, 
Quivers  as  if  a  form  of  diamond,  grown 
Within  its  mystic  cells  sought  through  it  to  unzone. 

CCXXXIII. 

'  Pa  Faithful/  said  the  babe,  '  God  sweets  in  missie : 

God  shows  to  her  in  you  a  little  boy.' 
I  felt  as  one  whom  sudden  wealth  makes  dizzy, 

Swept  by  a  whelming  affluence  of  joy. 

The  child  upon  my  breast  began  to  toy, 
Till  the  orbs  rose ;  a  fire-milk  sparkled  through. 

'  Kings  shall  be  nursing  fathers  by  employ : ' 
Sure  that  old  scripture  in  the  Word  is  true : 
The  infant  lipped  my  breast ;  wine  flowed  as  honey-dew. 

CCXXXIV. 

1  Boy-milk  is  good,'  spake  baby : — came  a  nurse, 

A  blushing  maid  nigh  ripe  to  bridal  bloom. 
The  infant  warbled  just  a  little  verse, 

Carried  into  the  education  room. 

I  sat  a-thinking  downward  to  the  gloom 
Of  Earth  and  babyhood  in  trouble  there ; 

But  Lily  set  a  star-flower  to  illume 
Upon  my  brow  with,  '  Faithful,  take  no  care  : 
Such  little  ones  to  lift  Heaven  shall  its  arm  make  bare/ 
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ccxxxv. 

I  said  to  Lily,  "  I  could  be  accurst 

In  lingering  martyrdom  another  age, 
To  bring  the  gift  that  through  my  breast  disbursed, 

And  make  it  Earth's  for  babies'  heritage ; — 

Could  I  but  open  time's  new  blessing-page 
And  scroll  their  names  there,  all  in  lilied  gold." 

She  broke  my  thought :  she  said,  '  The  battles  wage  : 
Chill  not  to  thoughts  of  infancy  in  cold. 
For  infancy  in  grief,  hold ;  in  the  shade-form,  hold. 

CCXXXVI. 

'  These  are  the  blessings  of  the  holy  wives : 

Great  Ladyhood  weaves  all  one  blossom-bell, 
Whence  each  dear  woman  for  her  own  derives : 

Her  nectaries  fill  from  the  Mother's  well. 

Woman, — below  a  waif,  a  worm,  a  shell, — 
Her  gift  is  here  perpetual  mothering. 

Laughs  her  delicious  land  from  dell  to  dell  : 
Their  summer  wealth  to  birth  the  ladies  bring, 
As  if  star-mantled  babes  might  rise  from  budded  spring.' 


CCXXXVIL 

A  small  boy  said,  '  0  king,  look  at  my  boots.' 

I-  spake, "  You  must  have  earned  those  boots,  young  friend." 
He  cried,  'The  People  earned  them  by  pursuits, 

And  they  are  given  me  to  serve  an  end. 

I  am  a  constable,  to  apprehend 
Those  boys  who  in  their  labors  make  too  large, 

And  lead  them  in  arrest :  so  we  descend 
Out  of  the  commons,  till  we  find  the  marge 
And  go  a-fishing  there,  all  in  a  pleasure-barge. 
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CCXXXVIII. 

' Catch  fish? — catch  girl  fish,  casting  shining  flies; 

Great  girl  fish,  sometimes  almost  big  as  I : 
They  swim  about  the  boat ;  we  make  them  eyes : 

They  sport  as  if  not  looking  at  the  fly : 

We  cast  long  lines. — 0  my,  0  my,  0  my! 
One  takes  the  hook :  whir  goes  the  spinning  reel. 

They  flounce,  they  sparkle,  leap  and  dive  and  spry. 
We  play  them  by  our  best ;  sublime  we  feel, 
And  all  the  while  to  them  our  longing  looks  we  steal. 

CCXXXIX. 

<  But  one  gives  out,  as  if  she  were  exhausted, 

And  then  we  lead  her  gently  to  the  boat. 
It  must  not  be  as  if  a  fisher  boasted  : 

We  stroke  them  softly,  praising  as  they  float ; 

Then  take  them  in  and  kindly  strip  the  coat 
Of  service-flesh,  down  to  the  very  tail ; 

Then  kiss  the  inside  fish,  her  beauty  note, 
And  spin  upon  her :  she  no  more  is  pale, 
But  swims  away,  to  sport  deep  in  the  watery  vale. 

CCXL. 

'Hurt  them?  hurt  me,  hurt  you! — 'tis  lady-gift 

Never  to  be  offended  by  a  boy. 
The  lady-charms  into  the  fishes"  drift: 

Sometimes  we  feel  a  cloud  of  lady-joy, 

And  looking  through  it  see  the  fish-employ : 
Always  by  lady-art  the  waves  undim. 

Those  girl  fish, — they  are  modest,  kind  and  coy ; 
Not  mingling  with  the  boy  fish  where  they  swim. 
The  boy  fish,  like  a  knight,  plays  as  is  good  for  him. 
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CCXLI. 

'  Have  you  a  knife  ?  the  Lady  of  the  Gift 

Sent  rne  a  knife  to  keep  this  christmas  day. 
See,  here  it  is :  one  blade,  it  makes  a  lift : 

I  shine  into  it  for  the  words  I  say. 

It  carved  for  me,  for  I  was  deep  in  play 
And  cut  in  a  tree's  bark  my  service-name. 

'Aleta,'  see,  the  blade  shaped  letters  gay; 
It  sparkled  to  my  hand  with  points  of  flame, 
And  carved  a  girl's  word  there,  crossing  my  own  by  claim. 

CCXLII. 

'  See  here  :  you  hold  nay  knife :  you  are  the  king, 

And  kings  and  boys  have  common  property. 
I  think  of  you  and  then  I  have  a  sing : 

My  knee-touch  takes  a  hold  into  your  knee : 

My  boots  are  mine  to  serve  the  Majesty. 
I  put  a  wish-thought  to  you  in  our  knife.' — 

The  knife  returned  to  him  as  held  from  me ; 
It  bore  a  sparkling  emblem  of  the  Life. 
He  kissed  upon  the  sign,  then  blushed  ;  then  thoughts  gave 
strife. 

CCXLIII. 

'  Say,  can  you  wrestle  ?  this  makes  me  so  strong ! ' 

He  leapt,  full  tilt ;  I  caught  him  to  the  breast. 
I  felt  a  stream  of  blessings  through  it  throng, 

And  said,  "  By  the  Queen's  word,  be  in  arrest, 

Sir  constable,  for  ladyhood's  behest. 
If  you  have  dared  make  battle  with  the  king, 

To  the  queen's  custody  you  are  imprest ; 
On  your  strong  finger  hold  this  message-ring : 
Stand  booted,  say  to  her,  Hake  Faithful's  offering/  l? 
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14. 
WORD-SONG. 

In  the  service  of  the  Bard 
Truths  their  shadowings  discard. 
God  is  Woman,  formed  in  Man : 
Thus  the  boys  and  girls  began. 
All  the  gliding  Heavens  take  wing, 
Fathering  and  Mothering. 
All  the  Powers  renew  their  youth 
In  the  form  of  Bridal  Truth. 
Childhood  aye  in  Heaven  hath  smiled 
Since  the  Lord  was  known  as  Child. 

Open  to  the  deeper  scroll  : 

Hear  the  breathing  billows  roll, 

Where  the  sacred  Mother  Sea 

Laves  the  shores  of  infancy. 

God  is  to  the  cradle  made, 

For  Love's  Babyhood  arrayed. 

God  is  for  the  bloom-bell  wrought, — 

Picture  Land  in  baby's  thought. 

God  befriend  the  tiny  feet ! 

Yea,  His  lips  have  pressed  them  sweet ; 

Lifting  through  them  to  the  brain ; 

Kissing  on  from  vein  to  vein. 

0,  but  God  is  full  to  bless ! 
Lover,  one  with  Loveress. 
Fatherly  in  Motherly 
God  weaves  Lilistau  to  be 
v!4 


106  STAR-FLOWERS. 

Land  of  beauty;  land  of  charm, 
Leaning  o'er  the  Earth's  alarm ; 
Aye  distilling,  aye  infusing, 
Opening,  closing,  binding,  loosing ; 
Till  the  hope-flower  in  fruition 
Shows  to  the  enraptured  vision, 
And  God  makes  Himself  a  tree, — 
Ripening  immortality. 

Ye  who  seek  and  ye  who  yearn, 

Would  ye  know  ?  then  first  unlearn ; 

For  the  Kingdom,  meek  and  mild, 

Cometh  as  the  Savior-Child. 

Small  grow  they  formed  heavenly-wise, 

Even  as  babes  of  paradise, 

And  the  child's  heart  in  the  man 

Shapes  a  cup  for  Lilistan. 

15. 

SEA-SLEEP. 

Sleep,  sleep, -sleep 
In  thy  folded  waves,  0  Sea ! 

Till  the  quiet  breathings  creep, 
With  a  low- voiced  melody, 

Out  of  the  glimmering  deep. 
For  sleep  is  the  close  of  life  ; 

'Tis  the  end  of  love,  and  its  birth ; 
Tis  the  quieting  of  strife, 

And  the  silencing  of  mirth. 
Hush  and  sleep ! 

Close  thou  thy  lids,  0  Sea, 
On  palaces  and  towers, 
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Dream  on  deliciously 

Deep  in  thy  dream-land  bowers. 
Waken  us  not  again, 

Beating  upon  our  shore, 
Rousing  the  strife  in  men 

With  full  and  thunderous  roar. 

Drop  from  thy  crested  hights, 

To  still  repose  and  rest : 
Fold  us  in  hushed  delights, 

With  dream-flowers  from  thy  breast ; 
Not  as  the  poppies  are 

But  lilies  cool,  that  weep 
Tears  that  as  kisses  star 

To  soothe  for  slumbers  deep. 

Hush  thou  the  little  waves , 

Hush  with  a  low-voiced  song, 
Till  the  Under-Deep  that  laves 

Thy  lucid  floor  lifts  strong ; 
Till  the  Under-Word  is  borne 

To  this  weary  world  of -ours, 
And  lives,  for  love  that  mourn, 

Fold  as  the  dew-dipped  flowers. 

Hest  thou  in  time's  unrest, 

In  the  bloom-bell  and  the  brain ; 
Then  loose,  all  silver-tressed, 

The  streamings  of  thy  main  ; 
Gliding,  dissolving  so, 

That  we  at  peace  may  be. 
Sleep  in  thy  silver  glow, 

Thy  azure  calm,  0  Sea ; 
Make  lullaby ! 
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16. 
HOME-LIFE  . 

'For  quietings,  for  quietings/ 

The  Bride  within  my  bosom  sings ; — 

The  sound  of  quivering  silver  wings 

Folding  for  love-in-rest. 
Night  is  delightsome  when  it  brings 
Repose,  as  when  the  crystal  springs 

Vail  in  the  Nymph's  calm  breast. 

'Twas  eve ;  the  quiet  night  drew  on, 
When  Lily,  plumed  as  any  swan, 

Amid  her  cygnets  three, 
Vanished  a  little  from  the  sight, 
Then  drew  me  as  where  doves  alight 

Home  in  the  household  tree. 

But  now  the  eve  was  shading  dark : 
A  modest  cottage,  in  a  park 

That  overlooks  the  town, 
Known  by  its  name  as  'Love's-Repose,' 
Received  me  for  the  labor-close 

From  burdens  of  the  crown. 

'For  quietings,  for  quietings/ 
The  Bride  within  my  bosom  sings  : 

So  Mother  Comfort  came, 
Like  as  a  silver  dove,  that  springs 
From  the  dear  nest  with  fluttering  wings, 

The  homing  mate  to  claim. 
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Sure  I  did  many  sorrows  press 
In  Earth's  large  cup  of  bitterness, 

And  change  them  to  God's  wine  ; 
But  here  I  find  His  Preciousiiess, 
A  wife,  a  mother,  full  to  bless, 

Brimming  her  life  in  mine. 

And  here  are  sacred  household  joys  ; 
Our  sunny  girl,  our  two  brave  boys, 

All  in  the  hearth-stone  ring.  — 
She  caught,  she  clasped  me  in  the  arms 
'Twas  Mother  Comfort  ;  —  wifely  charms 

From  girl-time  summering. 

1  Thou  hadst/  she  said,  '  a  chair  below 
Till  thy  brown  locks  caught  silver  snow 

I  hovered  o'er  it  long  : 
As  time  led  furrows  through  thy  face, 
Thou  didst  thy  burden  there  embrace, 

And  weave  it  to  a  song. 

'  Here  is  a  chair,  wrought  wifely  -wise  : 
Now  Doctor  Righteousness  made  rise 

To  fashion  for  its  seat, 
And  she  who  calls  him  'dearest  dear' 
Dressed  it  with  broideries,  to  appear 

Lovely  as  they  are  sweet. 

'The  Cupids  and  their  Loves  set  free 
Their  kindness  to  an  ecstasy, 

To  place  the  rooms  in  trim. 
'Tis  in  the  land's  religious  thought 
The  precious  furnishings  are  wrought  ; 

'Comfort'  they  said,  'for  him.' 
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1  Here  is  no  grandeur  of  the  State  : 
We  leave  the  splendors  at  the  gate/ — 

Her  cheeks  made  modest  red. 
'  The  Cupids  of  the  realm  gave  this  ; 
They  said,  '  for  comfortings  in  bliss ; ' 

Two  pillows  of  one  bed.' 

She  touched  a  door  and  opened  so 
Sight  of  the  home-room  to  bestow ; 

The  dearest  room  of  all ; 
The  bride-wife's  odorous  retreat  : 
Twelve  statues,  each  of  lady  sweet, 

Rose  virginal  and  tall. 

Twining  by  arm  in  arm  they  rayed 
A  circlet,  and  above  displayed, 

By  silver  wings  that  met ; 
'  Guarding  it  seemed  a  couch  of  pearl. 
She  spoke,  the  dear  delicious  girl, 

'That  holds  the  violet. 

1  For  see,  the  wealth  of  Woman-bliss, 
Rising  as  through  the  floor,  breathes  kiss 

By  lips  of  dainty  flowers ; 
Pure  perfumes,  changing  momently, 
Flowing  to  form  the  odor-sea ; 

Making  a  bath  of  powers. 

'  And  here/  she  said,  '  a  little  more ; ' — 
Her  touch  again  made  open  door 

That  moved  by  joys-in-wing ; — 
'Here  is  the  father-room,  well  set 
As  should  beseem  a  cabinet 

All  sacred  for  the  king. 
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'  Yon  instrument  of  music  see : 
Rising  by  octaves,  key  on  key, 

It  touches  all  the  land.' — 
She  played  a  soft  and  pleasing  air, 
'The  king  and  queen  find  rest  from  care,' 

Then  stood  with  pause  of  hand. 

'Listen,'  she  smiled,  "twill  soon  begin.' 
The  People's  answer  clear  and  thin, — 

Thought-bells  that  led  no  jar, — 
Gave  multiplying  harmony, 
'  The  People's  heart  in  yours  wafts  glee ; 

Rest  in  the  Bridal  Star.' 

She  blushed,  she  answered  to  my  thought, 
1  See  what  God's  penny  to  you  brought ; 

Labor  and  care  below ; 
But  here,  but  here,  the  People's  girl ; 
The  bower  that  holds  the  couch  of  pearl ; 

The  l  house  of  gift-bestow.' 

4  Here,  to  the  heart  of  all  the  land, 
The  People  centers,  band  by  band. 

We  have  but  here  to  thrill, 
And  by  the  joy-touch  weave  a  chain, 
To  waft  the  spray  of  blessing-rain, 

All  through  the  People's  will. 

1  Our  touch  makes  to  the  kingdom's  reach ; 
Our  voice  glides  through  the  realm  for  speech.' 

I  shivered,  for  there  ran 
Through  the  hushed  room  a  chime  of  bells ; 
'The  Lady-birds  are  in  their  dells ;-~ 

Love-time  in  Lilistan,' 


112  STAR-FLOWERS. 

'The  Mother  Moon,  the  Mother  Moon!7 
Bells  chimed  as  bridal  hearts  in  tune, 

"The  Lady -light  shines  down. 
Fold  in  the  land's  deliciousness : 
By  loves  that  breathe  the  night  possess, 

Beneath  the  Silence-Crown.' 

She  drew  a  soft  and  balmy  sigh ; 

She  touched  a  broidered  curtain  nigh ; 

The  mild  air  made  to  breathe. 
Upon  her  balcony  she  stood ; 
All  in  a  sacred  rapture-flood, 

She  sang,  'Let  Powers  unsheathe. 

'Be  thou  henceforth  no  more  to  me, 
As  Father  was  on  Calvary 

To  Mother  in  Her  loss. 
Be  thou  to  me  as  where  He  stands 
'Mid  lordly  knights  and  lady-bands, 

Red  in  the  rosy  cross/ 

The  gliding  waters  glimmered  near-: 
The  lady-light,  by  many  a  spear, 

Lit  rainbows  in  the  stream. 
She  sang,  '  Behold,  and  bring  delight 
Into  my  bosom  for  the  night : 

Earth  shows  no  more  a  gleam. 

'  The  Planet  has  drawn  in  its  horn ; 
The  circle  of  its  orb  is  shorn  : 

In  fate  I  plant  my  feet. 
Rest  in  me  as  the  fates  embrace : 
Turn  from  the  shadowed  cold  thy  face ; 

Make  sweetness  in  thy  sweet, 
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'  Yet  go  a  little  farther ;  cross 

The  bridgeway,  lift  thy  thought,  and  toss 

It  outward  like  a  shell.' 
A  thought  flashed ;  left  me  as  a  star ; 
I  saw  it  glimmering  speed  afar. 

It  woke  a  distant  bell. 

And  thus  the  swift  vibrations  rang, 
Chiming  to  words  that  Lily  sang, 

'No  more,  no  more  to  roam ; 
The  bridal  pair  have  made  their  nest, 
Reposing  in  the  People's  breast. 

God's  blessing  on  the  home ! ' 


17. 


NIGHT:   HOME-SLEEP. 

Fold  me  dearly,  dewy  Sleep ! 

To  thy  blossomed  bed  I  creep. 

Fold  me  in  the  still  divine ; 

All  for  quietings  untwine, 

Where  the  Bride-Girl,  blushing  warm, 

Opens  God  by  form-in-form, 

And  I  rest,  unseen,  unheard, 

Folded  in  the  Savior-Word. 

Years  of  mortal  sleeplessness 
Crumble  in  the  soft  caress ; 
Living  but  in  memory 
As  a  silver  cloud  might  be, 
Leaning,  from  its  shade  released, 
v!5 
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On  the  rosy-bosomed  east ; 

Kissed  to  its  oblivion 

By  the  warm  delightful  sun ; 

Melted  so  into  its  rain ; 

Born,  but  with  no  after-pain, 

Where  the  Summer  Bride  makes  glee 

In  her  blossomed  greenery. 

Holy  Night !  with  holiest  charm, 
Underneath  thy  rounded  arm 
Hold  me,  fold  me  yet  awhile ; 
Wreathe  thine  ocean  round  mine  isle  ; 
Till  the  billows  make  repose 
Such  as  dreaming  Genius  knows, 
All  for  quietings  undrest, 
Robed  in  Beauty  for  his  rest. 

Hallow  me,  sweet  Night,  to  her, 
Beauty's  birth  and  harbinger, 
In  whose  being  as  a  scroll 
All  my  pictured  words  unroll ; 
Till,  when  Morning's  gates  unbar, 
She  appears  the  orient  star, 
Leading  all  in  stately  train 
Songs  anew  their  birth  to  gain ; 
And  my  life-flower  lifts  her  plume, 
Rich  to  men  with  living  bloom. 

Woo  thy  love-winds  of  the  south, 
Fragrant  from  the  Mother's  mouth : 
Call  thy  life-winds  of  the  north, 
Virtuous  for  the  Father's  worth : 
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Lead  thy  joy-winds  of  the  east, 
Glowing  for  God's  truth  increased  : 
Win  thy  bride-winds  of  the  west, 
Peaceful  in  All-Good  to  rest  : 
Make  of  them  a  wifely  whirl, 
Wreathing  so  my  lilied  girl  ; 
Till  their  fervid  spiceries 
Kindling  through  her  violet  eyes, 
Radiating  full  consent, 
Open  so  her  sacrament, 
And  my  thoughts  for  blisses  thrive, 
In  her  pure  heart's  honey-hive. 

Do  I  ask  too  much  of  thee  ? 

Lo,  thy  wealthiness  I  see, 

And  thou  art  so  overfull 

That  I  crave  as  but  to  cull 

One  sweet  floweret,  that  is  found 

Where  God  moves  for  garden-round. 

Thee,  0  Night,  all  sacred-sweet, 
I  would  bring,  a  bliss,  to  meet 
Souls  that  pine  by  long  unrest, 
To  Earth's  withered  bosom  prest. 
I  would  lead  a  charm  to  fall 
From  thy  bosom  unto  all, 
Who,  in  saintly  thought  withdrawn, 
Pray  to  God  as  to  the  Dawn. 
Sure  thou  comest  mother-wise 
Through  the  mortal  hunger-cries  : 
I  would  lead  thee  o'er  the  bars 
Till  thy  cool  hands  touch  the  scars, 


116  STAR-FLOWERS. 

And  the  anguished  bosoms  feel 
Of  the  Night,  that  hastes  to  heal 
All  that  day's  long  sufferance  made 
Sharper  than  the  battle-blade. 

One  by  one  the  stars  appear : 
Mercy-time  is  drawing  near. 
Lead  thy  star-flowers  till  they  wreathe 
All  for  comforts  to  unsheathe ; 
Shaping  so  a  love-lit  bloom 
In  the  lonely  virgin's  room ; 
Chamber  of  the  anguished  wife 
Wasted  by  the  household  strife ; 
O'er  the  heart-worn  mother's  bed, 
Spent  with  toil  for  babies'  bread ; 
O'er  the  widow's  couch  forlorn  ; 
O'er  the  lost  girls,  best  unborn. 

Haste  thee  on  through  shadows  gray, — 

Mercy  in  thy  feet  alway ; 

Till  the  flag-stones  of  the  streets 

Burn  with  fire  from  Mother-heats, 

And  the  thresholds  of  the  loss 

Star  to  show  the  Savior-cross. 

So  shalt  thou  be  sweet,  I  know, 

As  if  lilies  bloomed  from  snow, 

And  the  spear-points  of  the  ice 

Dropped  gold-fruits  from  Paradise 
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END   OF   CANTO   THE?   FIFTH. 


